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LIFE OF HENRIK IBSEN. 



Henri K Ibsen was bom in Norway, March 20, 1828, and lived 
there until 1864, when, in his distress that Sweden and Norway 
would not help Denmark to resist Prussia, he wrote sconiful 
epigrams about his fellow-countrymen, and since then he has 
not been in Norway. He lived for some years in Dresden, 
since 1878 has been chiefly in Rome, but has no settled home. 

Of his earlier works, Catilina, Fru Inger^ The Comedy of Love^ 
and above all. Rivals for the Crown, 1864, were those that chiefly 
brought him into notice, until in 1866 Brand gave him a fame 
that grew with Peer Gynt, YoiUHs Bond, Emperor and Galilean 
(translated by Miss C. Ray: S. Tinsley), The Pillars of Society; 
1879 Nora appeared, and at Christmas 1881, Ghosts, 

He has married a daughter of Mrs. Magdalene Thoresen, a 
Norwegian poetess. He has a small literary pension from the 
Norwegian Government, the rest of his income is derived from 
his writings. 

His long grey hair and whiskers make him look somewhat more 
than fifty. He is short but firmly and well built, so that he looks 
taller than he is. The most characteristic points in his serious, 
decided face are his powerful forehead, which is remarkably 
broad and high, a very Jupiter's brow, and his delicate mouth ; 
it has no lips, but shuts energetically in a fine line, and it 
expresses inexhaustible will, as though some giant resolve were 
for -ever being taken afresh. His small blue eyes almost dis- 
appear behind his spectacles. His nose is quite Northern in its 
irregularity. He speaks softly, moves slowly, and rarely gesticu- 
lates. His self-command almost amounts to coldness ; it is but 
the snow that covers a volcano of wild and passionate power. 

The play now given us as Nora is called in Norwegian EAi 
Dukkehjem, To a public unused to Ibsen*s surprises, A DoIVs 
House is a misleading title ; the German translator seems to have 
felt this too, and preferred to call his translation of the play Nora* 
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Whatever is written in Swedish, Norwegian, or Danish can be 
read without a translator's help in Norway, Sweden, Denmark, 
and Finland ; and, as I learnt during my own residence in 
Stockholm, 1878-9, the cultivated homes among these ten 
millions of people look to Ibsen as their great teacher. They 
do not always like what he says, but they let him speak on. 
Such furious discussion did Nora rouse when the play came out, 
1879-80, that many a social invitation given in Stockholm 
during that winter bore the words, **You are requested not to 
mention Ibsen's DolCs House!** The play's firm hold on the 
Scandinavian mind has been strengthened, rather than effaced, 
by his Ghosts (1881) ; and how firm this hold is a mass of 
criticism shows as it continues to pour from the press. In 
a series of essays called * Questions of the Day is Ibsen 
and the Marriage Question, by 'Robinson.' It explains Ibsen's 
position in the worlds of thought and literature, and in Scandi- 
navian estimation so well, that X venture to give much of its 
substance. 

Marriage is still an unsettled problem. The Eastern poets 
sing Woman a slave, the Western, Man enslaved by her. 
But far-sighted spirits like Dante reject both views, and sing 
Ideal Love, a thought too precious for humanity to let it escape 
when once it reached human consciousness. Yet it is philo- 
sophers and moralists whom Time leads to accept it, while the 
poets, its first leaders, ignore the truth that marriage involves 
human dignity, responsibility, community, and mutual trust. It 
is to making this truth clear that Henry Ibsen has devoted his 
poet's gift. No sooner does a great and popular poet do so, 
than we see how little woman's own voice has been heard in 
other poetry ; and we feel thankful that a singer who can make 
himself gladly heard is singing of freedom, openness, true and 
conscious devotion, conscience responsible to itself alike in man 
and woman. Ibsen sees the world deluged by masculine quali- 
ties ; he approves them if, by devotion to a distinct plan and its 
execution, they touch heroism, otherwise he chases lovers of self 
mercilessly about with scorn or laughter. He sees womanly 
qualities hidden, fled away, or misunderstood. He does not 
construct some purely harmonious circumstances, and show 
Woman attaining a seeming equilibrium, and becoming all that 
her nature is capable of. He either shows her driven to crime 
or eccentricity by cramped or misdirected development (as Nora 
was), or losing her womanliness by being reared in a wrong state 
of society (like Helen in Emperor and Galilean) ; or finally he 
opens all the great gates of his poetry to noble, pure-hearted, 
loving, disappointed women, who move about among reckless 
men as the natural centres for conversion and reconciliation, but 
either lack courage to seize the occasion, or, if they have much 
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courage, happen to have such a pig-headed, one-sided manhood 
to deal with, that the inspired woman, the heavenly herald of 
nature and conscience, is trampled under foot, or passed by, the 
man regretting it, but when it is too late. 

Such are most of Ibsen's women. He considers they ^re to 
be found everywhere, a latent force whose accession humanity 
needs, and that his task is to release the Sleeping Beauty, as the 
prince did in our childish fable. The thorny wood has grown 
all round. Meanwhile, unwomanliness flaunts outside ; the 
thoms are blooming. Men dream away life amid this injury to 
womanhood ; at any rate they forget to break their way in to 
reality — they are ready for any deed rather than that. Ibsen 
approaches the thorn-girt home ; he knows that every expression 
crushes thousands of conventionality's roses ; and on his plain 
but trusty sword are these words only — Love and Understand. 
Expanded, the words mean — The union between two people is 
only true according as they love and understand each other in 
thought, feeling, and will, tasks of duty and sources of joy, and 
are consequently able to fight life's battles, bear its pains, and 
enjoy its glory together ; and this by having directed, forwarded, 
and freed each other's development. 

Renowned as Ibsen has long been, it was Nora (1879, during 
a few months' journey round Europe) that procured him the title 
'Woman's Poet,' because it threw a lightning flash over all his 
past writing. 

To see Ibsen's position as a dramatist we ought to glance 
at the history of the stage, and especially at the French stage, 
which has influenced all other dramatic writing for the past 150 
years, and then we shall ask why Ibsen passes by and turns away 
from something by which Frenchmen produce their greatest stage 
effects. That class of women to whom novels and plays have 
been giving complete publicity year after year, and who are very 
conspicuous in the world, are almost excluded from the great 
Northman's' works. While French dramatists and their disciples 
are never weary of depicting these beings, who have nothing of 
woman but her outward enchantment, whereby they rule Society's 
life, and are like a pest in its midst, Ibsen has worked out but 
one such figure, Helen in the Emperor and Galilean^ and he 
chastises her as before him only the world's greatest poets for the 
stage have dared to chastise her like. Through Ibsen, as through 
Shakespeare, we get a striking impression that the one absolutely 
unpoetical thing in humanity is to be bom to develop through 
struggle and change into a human being, and yet to will to have 
one's influence in life only as being a beautiful animal. v 

Other poets — modern Frenchmen and Swinburne even more 
than they— may show by the strongest language that they hold 
this same view, and how every such woman exists but as an 
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injury, a sort of scar on humanity's living organism ; but all their 
words only increase her power, and she knows this only too well. 
Under our existing social conditions Silence is the only thing 
that can possibly lessen her death-bringing power ; that people 
should find a world-renowned poet, who knows how to totch 
all the fine chords of ideality, and at the same time is wide awake 
to all that goes on around him, simply sets her aside, wholly 
ignores her, or makes her a mere listener, puts her outside the 
real action of the poem, and in the same position as a listiess 
and ignorant person occupies during brilliant conversation among 
intelligent people, so that the reader or the onlooker is obliged 
to ask himself how a being thus spiritually defective could ever 
have got a place amid the awakened life of human work and 
human will. 

Thinking Frenchmen seem to wish to treat such women not 
as .exceptions to womanhood, but as characteristic of it ; but 
whether the woman be- cunning or simple, coquette or prude, she 
never arrives at any development through the action of the piece, 
and there is nothing to show whether she will end in being like 
her surroundings, or be educated by life into real womanhood. 
Ibsen, on the contrary, handles the question of development 
seriously, as being for woman the question of awakening in the 
end to being able to love devotedly and really. 

It is not only as an idealist that Ibsen knows this is the 
highest thing ; he knows as a realist, as a friend to the modem 
philosophy of development or * evolution,' that every return to 
an earlier or ruder view of life, when a more human one has 
already entered the general consciousness, is unnatural. With 
these two convictions he plans his work and carries it out ; he • 
feels he is the messenger of nature and the spirit, and therefore, 
amid the moral anachronisms, in the rest of European poetry, he 
bursts in like a storm from the North to clear the air. So far as 
he is concerned he will contribute nothing to justify antiquated 
habits of thought. 

Ibsen considers that the womanly life that is available for 
dramatic purposes, all the conditions for passionate action among 
her virtues and sins, together with the events arising out of them, 
are different from what they were in past times, because the sort 
of influence it is now natural for her to strive after is different. 

Woman of course exercises influence in all possible ways ; but 
if it be not that of a free and loving being, it drags down, it is 
an influence of somnambulism, death, and retrogression, a return 
to the Oriental idea of the relation betw<>en the sexes, according 
to which it is a merit for her to have no soul. 

Against this now antiquated, animal view, whether on its re- 
spectable or its unrespectable side, Ibsen wages ceaseless war, 
and with a strategy that he has devised for himself. At any 
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rate he has turned his back on the French method which has 
been so industriously copied. 

All women who willingly or unwillingly are part of the con- 
federacy for maintaining the exclusive responsibility of man's 
qualities in the world, all women who thus consciously or 
unconsciously are foes to woman's development, and, if they try 
to have influence, try to have it in some other and therefore 
some unnatural way, Ibsen disposes of summarily : in Princess 
Helen and a few others. And he considers he has then got rid 
of the whole brood. 

But the richest streams from the royal veins of his poetry flow 
towards the other women, who are natural, fresh, self-deceived ; 
who . desired development, but did not as a rule find circum- 
stances ripe enough to give it them ; who were thus cheated out 
of life ; who were alone in their day, or even before their day. He 
considers that he has a good opportunity for doing this even 
when he is handling the great historic forces of the world, religious 
and other grave matters ; his reason presumably being that he 
considers these great things can never be settled without one half 
of the human race. 

It is, then, marriage in its widest sense, the common work of 
man and woman, which is the question of questions to the great 
poet ; the question that involves the final untying of every knot 
of difficulty, or at least the question whether or no we are to 
realize the idea of our race. 

Nothing is justifiable in man or woman that is one-sided. 
Ibsen's plays show what ruin the Furies of one-sidedness can 
work in the absence of harmonious understanding between man 
and woman. Ibsen views the relation between the sexes as the 
ultimate cause our reason can trace for all the unloveliness our 
race has inherited. This unloveliness may have more remote 
causes, and he suggests these infinite questions, but without 
believing he can get incontestable answers to them, as he believes 
he can about marriage. 

A reader who from nature or teaching inclines to the Oriental 
view of the sexes, will find Ibsen's writings merely * destructive * 
and * negative.* Our examination will lead us, however, to see 
that his poetry is more constructive and positive than any other 
of his time ; for to say that a wrong relation between the sexes 
is for us human beings the visible reason for all that is unlovely, 
is the same as saying that beauty, or the realizing the idea of our 
race, is much nearer to us, more natural, more possible, than we 
could otherwise dare to believe. 

The contempt for women associated with Don Juan's name has 
given place to another story, also a mediaeval one, that of Venus and 
Tannhauser, where woman is the leader astray, and just now this is 
the only story that is applied in dramatic writing. Possibly some 
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poets fancy that they do woman honour thereby, so far as her sex 
may be said to exercise a sort of right of chastisement for centuries 
of hammered development. The poison does not consist in our 
awakening to the consciousness that we possess senses as well as 
souls. That consciousness is exactly what a poet should rouse 
and help to set in order ; he is the only person really qualified to 
do it. The poison consists in getting our natural dislike at all 
lessened towards the Venus and Tannhauser story, and the repre- 
sentation of our nature underlying it, whose meaning is a 
thousand times more lowering to all that woman means in this 
world than any told of Don Juan. For when that story had 
done its worst, it had but expressed the dishonour of some one 
woman. The Venus story disgraces the whole sex, and does it 
through a woman. 

And the most refined, surest, most weakening poison of all 
consists in regarding such scenes as living pictures, where no 
historical consequences of action appear, or rather no conse- 
quences of any sort ; but where the events are a joke, and the 
end a joke, and the whole a mere amusement, a cannibal feast, 
where the actresses are crowned with roses. 

There is not a drop of this poison in Ibsen's poetry. This 
should not be forgotten in reckoning up the essentials whenever 
his title * Woman's Poet * is in question, for there is no mistaking 
its meaning in an author powerful as he is ; it cannot arise from 
any want of power to choose or manage material. It means 
neither more nor less than that Ibsen will not depict a woman 
using power when this power is based on hampered development ; 
he considers that idea has had its day, and must now be consigned 
to the tomb, though in all his plays he allows for difference 
of historical period, and for individual strength or weakness. 

Ibsen's Women are generally beings with a power to accom- 
plish an entire and distinct task in life, such women as, when 
life at any time offers them a share in action, put their mark on 
it, in the same way as women like them will when more sensible 
manners shall prevail in the world, and earth's face grow young 
once more with springs of blessing that are now sealed up. 
Even the wives who were not their husbands* choice, and there- 
fore never had anything of a real wife's lot, even the disappointed 
old maids or the spoilt girls, do their best in their distorted 
position ; when a moment for action or liberty comes they show 
that their heart is still in the right place, even though it be not 
a wholly fresh, courageous heart. 

And of the powerful women, who pioneer their own way, and 
whose career is easier to follow, because it is more dramatic, it 
may be said that their very crime does but show the obverse side 
of the devotedness that could have made them thorough women. 

The strength of Ibsen's drawing of men's cliaracter has never 
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been questioned ; men recognize past times and themselves through 
them ; nor can these impressions ever be forgotten. But these 
chiefly negative representations are not his most beautiful. His 
most beautiful things are his positive pictures of womanhood, 
and they only are (like Shakespeare's) clearly marked and 
completely carried out. The friendly hopeful light they shed 
only strikes our eyes, perhaps, when thrown into a strong contrast 
with the view man has hitherto held as to the position of the 
sexes. The poet has cut his way right through the thorny wood 
to the dwelling where womanliness is to be found. After, that 
it depends upon each man whether he will follow the path and 
try to raise the newly-roused woman to full consciousness. 

The end of the story of the sleeping wood Ibsen leaves to 
the reader. How he has carried it out we know now, and how 
his own way is to show woman respect by his poetry ; how 
cautious, how intensely modest he is, how manly his honesty is, 
how artistically chaste, how free from all sentimentality, all flowery 
language, all patronizing approval. Ibsen's method is not to get a 
chorus, but to secure silence and transparent air round his object. 
He waits, like a believer, rather to get to know something than get 
to say something, when by one great poem after another he care- 
fully opens the way to the fresh new forces in humanity : Woman. 

Ibsen considers that it is from man's side that the greatest 
hindrances come to the realization of marriage on earth — unity, 
positive purity, complete oneness of life and work between man 
and woman ; but that woman increases man's difficulties in getting 
into the right way, because she does not understand his temptations, 
and has not learnt to cherish a noble respect for his fight. 

Man has inherited more than woman has of the disordered 
instincts that result from all false marriage in countless previous 
generations. The physical and spiritual laws are yet unknown 
which enable heredity to give this different stamp to the two 
sexes, and thus a great difference in the difficulties of life's 
problems. How the matter actually stands is, on the contrary, 
plain to every one, and also that even the womanly woman 
will contribute to man's fall while our present social ideas are in 
force. She does it from want of courage. But the results of an 
action may be equally great whether it was intentional or uncon- 
scious. The momentary unconscious crime is often a result of 
our not being developed enough to face the task we shrink from. 
Whole hosts of such actions or omissions file through the world 
in silent darkness ; and people who prefer that man should 
be left in his undeveloped condition take pious comfort from 
thinking that these evils arise without any blame to the person 
who set them going. If only no one can be made personally 
responsible as the cause, they think the evils can be borne with 
meekness, and they accustom themselves to calling them * natural ' 
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evils. No small part of the poet's task is to rouse men from this 
opiate comfort. He does it not by denying the existence of 
these evils, but by painting them in all their far-reaching conse- 
quences, and making all men collectively responsible for them. 
The poet, like the thinker, does not consider that it is a part of 
the world's scheme that it is out of evil good should arise, but 
knows that it is we ourselves who fulilize our common life, and 
therefore he regards it as no crime to disturb us in our sleepy 
or pious disregard of bad conditions and false views of life. He 
sees that the struggle against evil is quite serious enough without 
our refusing our support to good by retaining habits that uncon- 
sciously and irresponsibly work evil. He believes, in short, that 
the full development of all healthy forces can only lead to good. 

The trivial social view against which Ibsen protests is, that for 
two to become one and blessed is a mere dream, but that marriage 
is something practical ; that while parents alone chose for their 
children, marriage was on too narrow a basis, but that the happy 
mean has been found now the approval of all relatives and friends 
is sought. Against all such shallowness and cynicism Ibsen 
protests that human passions cannot be controlled by locks or by 
opiates, and that the only possible help is for passion and duty 
to go the same way. 

There are two ways of working for reform : the politician 
waits and steers his course, the poet compromises nothing. To 
illustrate these two ways let us take an example from the physical 
world. 

Human beauty is an exception, whereas it should be the rule. 
People set to work to attack wrong clothing and food, bad habits 
at home and at school. Doubtless all this is in the right direction, 
and some are convinced. But one day, by accident, one of those 
who have listened and assented opens a book of engravings from 
Greek sculpture, and seeing perfect beauty, he learns more from 
that single glance than from all the indirect working of sanitary 
teaching. He has seen what beauty looks like. 

The poet's work gives a similar discovery of inner beauty or 
moral life. Some of the clearest light Ibsen has so far shed on 
marriage we get from Nora. The problem is set in its purest 
form ; no unfavourable circumstances hinder the working out of 
marriage ; nor does the temper of Nora or Helmer ; both are 
well fitted for married life, and everything points to their being 
naturally suited to each other. The hindrance lies exclusively 
in the application of a false view of life, or— if some insist it once 
contained truth — a view that Western peoples have out-lived. 
When Helmer said he would work night and day for his wife, his 
were no empty words. He had done it, he meant to do it ; he 
had been faithfully working for eight years, and there is no sign 
that he meant to cease. His happiness lay in Nora's being 
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unruffled. Nor would he dream of curtailing what he considers 
her wife's freedom, (. e, the happy play of her imagination. He 
would deprive her but of one thmg — reality. How could he 
claim to be a " real man," he would say, if he gave it to her? 
And he so far succeeds in unfitting her ior action, that when she 
takes upon herself to meddle in realities, ' she immediately 
commits a crime. He gives her everything but his confidence ; 
not because he has anything to conceal, but because she is a 
woman. 

Thousands who adhere to society's usual view of a right life 
between man and woman, express it by saying their home is 
** like a doll's house " ; others, more serious, mean that they are 
glad to see a woman cosy and comfortable in this hard world. 
Some express disapproval by saying, " Hehuer went too far 5 if 
he had given Nora a cookery-book instead of a tambourine all 
would have been well." Others say, ** If Nora had but had a 
nice ordinary woman for her friend instead of that knitting book- 
keeper, Mrs. Linden, all would have gone smoothly, even the 
loan from Dr. Rank, which a little tact would have turned into 
a charming concluding scene." 

The only reply to all these is to ask them to read Nora through 
carefully once more, when they will see for themselves all the 
conditions for a moral marriage laid down. They may be 
summed up in the one word. Love. But at present Love is an idea 
to which no clear meaning attaches. Love presumes youth as a 
rule, but is not the same thing as youth, or even as youth with 
warm and mutual liking into the bargain. Youth is a glorious 
thing, but it has its own dangers, and the chief of them is self- 
deception. It is only too easy for two young people to rock 
themselves in dreams of bliss without real love, in which case all 
relation between them is according to Western notions immoral, 
a point to which marriage makes no difference whatever. Love 
is confidence; and Mrs. Linden and Krogstad, shipwrecked folks 
as they were, had better prospects of it in their unioQ than Nora 
and Helmer had, because they meant to live in future with mutual 
understanding. For marriage is really a state of being awake to 
life and activity ; at least nine-tenths of it is active ; and every 
piece of activity either mate excludes the other from is a piece 
of robbery from the marriage winnings or the mutual development 
marriage is intended to bring about for both, and therefore for 
humanity, quite apart from whether the activity itself fails or 
succeeds. It will generally be found that those who dislike 
Nora are those whose view of marriage the play utterly destroys ; 
while those who like the play are those who, with Ibsen himself, 
would rejoice with all their hearts to see that past ideal of 
marriage crushed, against which every word in Nora quietly 
strikes a certain death-blow. 
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If you lose sight of the play's great human interest you come 
to petty considerations, such as whether Nora had a really large 
nature and Helmer a stupid one, or that Ibsen means very l;ttie 
in it after all, or as to the effect it is likely to have in making 
foolish young people neglect their duties and turn from Chris- 
tianity to Nihilism. 

A poetical work reveals an idea, a truth that has a perfect 
right to its place among the truths of the world ; a truth that is 
so permanent and indestructible, that if the time has come for 
that truth, it cannot be injured by neglect, or evaded or turned, 
aside, though he who attempts to injure it may thereby injure 
and destroy himself. A perfect poem sets forth an idea perfectly. 
Either Nora is not a poetical work, or at any rate not a perfect 
one, or else by means of the idea it sets forth it is perfectly easy 
to find our way into every corner of the play, and get a clearer 
and deeper knowledge of it than would be possible from, e, g. , an 
historical essay. On the other hand, with anything less than this 
idea it is impossible to do justice to the play as a whole, or to 
any of its organic parts. 

The idea in Nora is : the object of marriage is to make each, 
human personality free. However incontrovertible this may be 
when laid down as an axiom, does that confer the power of giving 
it expression in real life, steering one's way among all the diffi- 
culties of deceit, inexperience, etc. ? Doubtless not ; but the 
poet's work tells us, until the relation between man and woman 
turns in this direction, the relation is not yet Love. This is the 
idea in Nora^ freed from all side issues, and no other key will 
unlock it. 

It is of course possible to find one's way through schematic, 
plays, products of a weaker time than ours, without grasping the 
main idea. But in our realistic art, when people speak the 
language of their own passions and prejudices, we could never 
reach the main idea through the various details, in so many ways 
may an individual utterance be taken. The poet does not 
create ideas, as a rule he can hardly be said to discover them ; 
in most cases they have already become human property, as 
it were, amongst a few of his most thoughtful and cultured 
contemporaries. But it is the poet's art that brings them to 
light ; he communicates them to millions. What is new seems 
dumb while its spokesmen are the philosophers, statesmen, 
priests, moralists, critics, sociologists, or publicists. It is as 
though unsaid till the poet says it ; when he has spoken 
humanity has spoken ; the thought is born on the lips of all, and 
it is for the simple reason that he cannot give it complete utter- 
ance until the hour has struck, and humanity has got so far that 
the new thing is said from necessity. 

Some people consider that Nora shows the exaggeration of 
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genius, and not the beautiful balanced revelation of a newly- 
reached awakenedness in our moral conscience ; others admit that 
the Oriental ideal of marriage must be given up, but ask why Kora 
ends with a breaking off, and not a warning ? Nora's own words 
to Helmer give the answer ; but she speaks so like and so unlike 
the old morally unconscious being whose development we have 
been following step by step, that we are unwilling to recognize her 
words in their full meaning. Perhaps it could be philosophically 
demonstrated that to say this does her great injustice, the same 
injustice that she complains her father and husband did her : no 
one will ever begin to treat her as a human being, no one shows 
honourable and real respect for her own responsibility, and she 
has the same right to it as a man has. Perhaps all this could be 
proved, but feeling is only convinced by feeling or by reality. 

Let us then construct another ending to Nora, Let us suppose 
that the doll's house does not fall to pieces, but that Helmer 
keeps his old delusion as to Nora's being a weak creature. There 
is no doubt that he would act exactly as he spoke; he would 
forgive her, and, since the time for education had begun, he 
would be a most careful schoolmaster. Nora would take no 
step without his help ; she would be just as much tied and bound 
as before, with no will or conscience of her own. 

He says, "I have power to become another man." She 
replies, "Yes, when your doll is taken from you." She is 
probably right ; but it is certain that unless it happens, this 
loving husband, the faithful, and, as some would say, the 
'morally' loving man, will never change, never for a moment 
come near guessing what morality in love really is : the effort 
to make the beloved one free, awakened, responsible, true, pure- 
hearted, noble, and strong, instead of enslaving and making the 
beloved dependent, irresponsible, double, needing help, slavish- 
minded, and clinging. Helmer, who has such an intense wish 
to be a patron, and has such an artificially developed gift for 
patronizing, must continue to believe he possesses at least one 
Deing destined for liberty, conscientious life, and personality as 
his private slave, who is favoured by partiality, and shielded 
wisely, tenderly, and chivalrously. He will be sure to go on in 
the belief that there is at least one fellow-creature who has no 
will but his, even if outside home's shelter he is often tried, as he 
probably will be, by painful miscalculation in such matters ; e,g, 
if the Bank staff were to be ungrateful for his fostering care of 
them, and his humane attempt to absorb their personality in his 
own. The " doll," the dream -creature to whom he gave Nora's 
shape, is not to be taken from him ; he is to be able to go on 
hugging that untrue view of half-humanity to his broad breast 
just as a child hugs its doll. He is to suffer much, because he is 
an intelligent and sensitive man, but he is not to suffer in that 
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way by having his eyes opened to what Nora is : Woman, or 
the woman who should have been the angel of freedom to him. 

But if this constructed ending to the play be rejected, surely a 
happy one of some sort could be found ? A novelist's mouth 
must be watering to make Helmer lose his money, — «. g, by 
Krogstad working him out of the Bank, — and then Nora is to 
work for him and win his love. But we know that Nora has not 
this sort of ascendancy in development, nor can have with the 
education life has so far given her. Torvald's illness did not 
reveal them to each other, nor did eight years' struggle with 
poverty. Ibsen has intentionally barred that outlet for us. The 
struggle would only set Nora's energy in motion, till she found 
it was praised like a good child's task, but not with respect, 
not with humanity's charter of freedom — open, high-minded, 
devoted trust When she saw that that ** miracle " did not come 
she would grow weary. And garlanded slavery under poverty's 
roof would be no better, but rather worse, than it was under the 
roof of prosperity. 

In all trials common to both Helmer would do his duty, 
preserve his equilibrium, and remain just what he always was. 
For he is a ' gentleman ' ; let us give him full credit for that ; but 
he is not a real man, and years would but mark this more clearly. 
His principles would dry up into mere maxims, his duty, honour, 
taste, and judgment* into routine, till he ended in being one of 
those faultless persons whom ho one would dream of exchanging 
ideas with on any subject, great or small, but who, on the contrary, 
are listened to by tacit understanding with a respectful smile 
when they are so obliging as to communicate any view they 
happen to hold. 

Some are ready to agree, "We never were deeply imbued 
with belief in Mr. Helmer's ideality ; but why did Nora run 
away in such haste? We cannot see that she gained anything, 
poor creature, or that her little children did by losing her motherly 
care." Let us see if we can justify the mistake with which they 
thus charge Ibsen. Their words imply that the story of the 
forgery, the agony of mind during Christmas week, the explan- 
ation between husband and wife, were a mere accidental dis- 
turbance, that in a week it would all be forgotten, as Helmer 
says, and buried in a month or two. At first, no doubt, Nora 
would be merrier and more docile than ever, and Helmer fon ler 
of his wife than even in the days when their home-life first began. 
But as the weeks went by Nora would be neither her present 
nor her former self. As the memory of the great day faded, a 
nervousness would creep over her such as Helmer never dreamt of. 
Either she would ask his opinion every other minute, evidently 
to get rid of some secret restlessness, or, without asking it, she 
would be found undertaking things that in the old days it would 
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never have occurred to her to attempt alone. And if Helmer did 

not answer her questions she would cry, and if he quietly expressed 

his surprise at his wife's taking her own course, she would break 

out into wounding assertions, always ending with the one that 

decided him to despatch Krogstad's dismissal : that he is petty. 

Helmer would now begin to find it is high time to fulfil his 

promise of leaving the stage of play, and devoting himself to 

that of education . He adds that occupation to all his others in 

an orderly way, and with the great power of getting through 

work that we know him to possess. He would try first one 

thing and then another. That Mrs. Krogstad is not the most 

suitable companion for Nora would be his earliest discovery in 

his work of reformation. Result : Nora sometimes really avoids 

Christina, at others — as often as possible — contrives to meet her 

without Torvald's knowing it She wants to tell her daily hopes 

and troubles to the industrious, sympathetic woman who was her 

friend in childhood, and all the time contrives to appear to her 

husband as desiring no society but his. The attempt to be Will 

and Conscience to another showg its usual results : deception, 

hypocrisy, crooked ways, duplicity, loss of trust, absence of ease, 

joy, and healthiness in daily intercourse, and a habit of covering 

the abyss with artificial liveliness that seems to have taken root 

very quickly. 

Let us suppose, however, that Helmer makes himself into a 
domestic school inspector of Nora*s ways with the children, and 
points out that if she is to do her duty by them and have time 
tor him too, she must shop less and spend less time with her 
dressmaker. Nora would try ; but some day or other in the 
middle of one of his nursery inspections, questions would burst 
from her lips such as, What is skill with children ? How much 
* self-control ' and * method * is to be expected from them without 
sacrificing their individuality? and, What things ought one to 
pretend not to see ? 

Helmer wonders when his discoveries in this strange woman's 
nature will come to an end, and where she can have got this 
new barrier from that hinders husband and wife from their 
common work.- 

Such signs of self-guidance touch the most sensitive point in 
his view of life, as they always have done. We can hear him 
say, as he did once before, ** Now we'll put an end Jto this once 
and for all." 

He is not eager about it ; he wishes to spare her so far as 
possible. He says little ; but what he does say so oppresses 
Nora that she loses what little pleasure she ever tcok in the 
development of Ivar, Bob, and Emmy. But when a person like 
Nora once gets frightened there is an element of rebellion in it ; 
feeling in the dark as she is after self-dependence, when she may 

h 
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not create something she must at least destroy. So at one time 
she is cold and dull with the children, at another she spoils them, 
and fills their heads with the idea they "must not tell papa." 
The new dominion over her Conscience and Will has only led 
her to fresh lies ; it has only dragged her deeper into the mud, 
and this time it is the children's turn to go with her and get 
soiled. Thus Boredom will settle down on that home as on 
thousands of other homes. But that was not the air that was 
wafted towards us when the curtain first rose. The air was 
restless perhaps, but one felt there were possibilities. 

Is Helmer a bad man, then ; coarse, dilatory, or boisterous 
and domineering at times ? No, he is quoted everywhere as a 
model husband, and not without reason. He is merely colour- 
blind in one direction, educated into colour-blindness. 

One thing is certain, that amid all this new order of things he 
yearns for the lark and the squirrel, the careless gaiety of the 
Nora that used to be, and that is sometimes now when she 
makes an effort. Then it strikes him that it is unnatural to shut 
up a young and beautiful woman ; so he takes her into society 
to obliterate the past that perhaps preys on her mind, and to 
"draw out the child in her nature." For wise men think a 
woman never grows, or that it is happier for her not to grow, 
and that she can be stunted in her growth, as it used to be 
thought puppies could by brandy. 

A glance around us shows us many women arrested thus, many 
rich young souls prevented from ever becoming real women. 
It is a social murder whose results are most disastrous for human 
destiny. It means that homes can get amiable hostesses without 
husbands getting loving wives, or children loving mothers. Will 
this succeed in Nora's case ? She is not a doll, but will Society's 
stupefying ajgencies make her into one — a model doll, a splendid 
example of self-satisfied, undeveloped humanity, who will be 
described as perfectly comme ilfaut f 

Readers who desire this say, ** We cannot see into each others* 
hearts, and Nora's inner life may be anything she pleases ; but 
a well-bred woman should always seem at ease, and make it 
possible for us to have dealings with her." Nora will never 
come up to their expectations. There is something untamed in 
her that will make her sin continually against worldly rules. She 
might dress as becomingly as any one, but there her likeness to 
others would end. She does not belong to the class of women 
whose two sections are the coquette and the prude, both being 
the Doll grown to full stature. Such women are her only 
enemies. They can lay aside conscience and ideality without 
loss of charm, they can never be free nor make others free, never 
love. They point in the opposite direction — to rule and be ruled ; 
they use freedom's means in the service of slavery. It is useless 
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to expect this of Nora. Her power of freedom, her need to love 
and live really are too strong to allow it, and will lead her to 
break up life again and again if Helmer continues unawakened 
from his idea that conscience, will, personality, development, 
human dignity are notions that concern man only, and this not 
for himself alone, but for woman as represented by him. 

The associates Helmer would summon to help him in drawing 
out Nora by society would find their pupil too hard to manage, 
too individual, too inscrutable for them. She would win no 
friends among women of the world. And although she is one 
of those to whom men feel drawn, she will never secure one 
thorough friend among them. She does not wish to, since she 
found out Dr. Rank thought she had been making advances to 
him. She will behave in a strikingly unsuitable manner in 
society ; either too full of herself or too indifferent. In either 
case she will wound Helmer's fine sense of what is fitting. 
Sometimes she will show unrestrained feeling, as she did in the 
Tarantella, because she is secretly worried about something ; at 
another she will take no interest in what is going on around her. 
And if anybody in society turns specially to her as though to 
draw a little nearer to her real self, nothing will be got out of 
her except some utterly unsuitable answer; an answer to the 
thing instead of an answer that conveys an agreeable recognition 
of the questioner's polite attention. 

So Nora will get no recompense in society for her losses 
at home — her husband's growing precision, or the children's 
mixture of affection and disrespect, when at one time she is able 
behind their father's back to give them what they want, and at 
another cannot do what she promised them. 

A few glimpses of happiness for Nora, and a sort of sad rest 
for Helmer, may, however, come into their ruined home ; not 
when the family is alone, for then the tension is only too plain, 
but when they give small parties, and the hostess is able to lay 
down her own rules for etiquette, and charms herself into a 
fancied self-guidance and liberty for a few hours. Young people 
will feel particularly hap>py on these occasions, and Nora will 
flash out for a few moments and seem young again. When all 
this is over, Torvald, who is still in love with her, will spend 
long hours in painfully pondering what it is that he has done, 
that his young, happy, warm world has been cut away from 
under him, that he, though he has continued master in his own 
home, really kas no home now ? 

Need we follow them further? — into the critical years when the 
absence of ideality has made them grotesque, when young people 
laugh in Helmer's face at his way of playing/ le ph-e noble ; 
when Nora is middle-aged, and some chance opening of the box 
where a pair of silk stockings has lain " ever since that night " 
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tempts from mamma's lips a neat little description of her 
triumphs at the costume ball, ending with the remark that Emmy 
has her mother's foot and ankle, but she "must not think of 
putting on that charming dress and dancing with the tambourine, 
poor little Emmy ! or let out that she has even seen them ; papa 
can't bear such things, you know." 

Such then is what in the most favourable circumstances a 
mere * warning' must have brought Nora and Helmer to, being 
what they were by nature and education. We should see 
Nora selfish, but with the selfishness that is more or less in 
every natural woman's heart, which unchecked and suppressed 
destroys either her whole woman's personality or the happiness 
and honour of all around her, but raised to the moral plane of 
freedom would, on the contrary, have saved both. And we should 
see Helmer selfish, in a certain 'sense more so than Nora ; but 
selfish with the egoism of his sex, with satisfaction that he is a 
man, and not a woman, rather than with any very exaggerated 
individual egoism. ' He is typical of the class of men on whom 
the punishment falls most heavily of women not getting a true 
human education, but being brought up to self-deception instead, 
and it is rather the punishment of his whole sex that he bears 
than any tragic fate of his own in bearing the consequences of 
not having promoted his wife's human development. 

Let us now see what prospect there is of reconciliation be- 
tween the Adam and Eve whom Ibsen drives out of their 
Paradise into the world of consciousness. Everything in the 
play strengthens our perception of the bare truth that these two 
people have by their life together brought matters to such a pass, 
that before anything good can come to them, Helmer must try 
to come to himself, and Nora to herself. And at the last moment 
there seems a prospect that they will achieve it some day. And 
earthly life offers no truer ground for reconciliation than this, if 
we believe development to be the end of our existence. Every 
right-thinking person must feel compelled to admit that Nora's 
tight for existence as it faces her in all its cruelty deserves our 
love a thousand times more than any return to the doll's house 
conditions of ruining herself, her husband, and her children ; but 
this by mo means prevents his feeling painfully affected by the 
idea of Helmer's petted wife, Ivar's, Bob's, and Emmy's meny 
little mother, going away and shutting the door between herself 
and them. It is the only violent action in the last scene, and it 
makes us feel all the indescribable pain that must weigh on that 
undeveloped, newly-roused being on the threshold between her 
past and her future. 

What is the outlook for him who is left behind on the stage, 
between his certainty of crushed happiness and the hope of 
higher things arising ? He thought himself so pure-hearted and 
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justifiable in everything ; he finds he only possessed a favourite 
slave. Is it only mechanically that he repeats her words, "the 
greatest miracle," or does a new hope arise within him? The 
poet bids us think he has some new hof)e. Is it that Nora will 
repent and return ? Her last words are too clear ; she expects 
a radical change in him. Through all the mist of his senses 
and prejudices has he not caught a glimpse of the real Nora, the 
higher Eros, whom Socrates calls the oldest of all the gods, and, 
bowed to the earth with blushes, yet thankful he has learnt to 
blush, does he not say to himself, **A woman too is intended 
to be a human being ** ? Then he asks, ** Am I a human being ? 
Have I not made a slave of her who might have helped me to 
freedom ? " 

How near to freedom he is no one can determine, not even 
the poet himself, because the path to freedom is one that cannot 
be marked out beforehand. But everything in the play indicates 
that he will attain it. And if he does, it will be no small matter 
that in everything but what concerned Nora he was an honest 
man. 

Since the idea in Nora is plain to all, we will now inquire 
what means Ibsen selected from every-day life to make his 
meaning clear. The kernel of every home is its womanly 
principle, and the kernel of Ibsen's play is Nora's character. 
He means to make a modem home go to pieces before our very 
eyes from some necessity within itself. It must contain every- 
thing that can attract : simplicity, gladness, power of work, good 
temper, gentle and strong regard, love of beauty, merry little 
children, friends, well-managed servants, good habits, good 
reputation, a position that has at length been won by praise- 
worthy endeavours, etc. ; but also a husband who has such an 
essentially false idea of happiness between man and woman, that 
it has practically undermined this delightful home, and it is ready 
to fall in at any moment. 

The husband, too, is such a pleasant man that his Oriental 
view of woman is ennobled, so far as a view can be that 
is so inhuman and wounding to us. His belief, not that humanity 
is creation's king, biit that man is, comes out in a kind, quiet 
way ; if ever otherwise, he soon recovers his Oriental manly 
dignity, as though to say : I forgot myself. I judged her as 
though she were a human being. In my haste I overlooked the 
fact of her being only a woman. But it shall not happen twice. 
Henceforth I will abide faithful and true to my principle that I, 
and I only, bear the burden and responsibility for us both. 

If these presumptions are sufficiently unmistakable at every 
turn in the play, the spectator knows from the very beginning 
that some of the indispensable conditions for healthy develop- 
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ment are wanting, and that the breaking up of the doll's house 
is only a question of time. 

But it might have lasted a lifetime, as so many false marriages 
do, and in that case it would not have been a suitable subject 
for a play. The dramatist did not need for his object a strong 
character, such as could have set the wrong right, and kept the 
home together; or a * passive' woman, whose will is dead; or 
one with * a broken heart ' ; or a superficial person, who ends 
in being satisfied with trifles ; or one who suffers, and weeps, and 
sighs ; or one of those who combine any of these characters with 
that of a prude or a coquette. Any one of these women would 
have delayed the climax, so as to destroy dramatic possibilities ; 
nor would a large and highly religious womanly figure have 
been suitable ; still less would one already exhausted by homage 
to propriety and custom. 

Ibsen needed a young creature, loving but undisciplined ; full 
of life, but lacking all principle in thought and action ; blind 
to all but what is nearest at hand, but ready to love with her 
whole strength, that is, to devote all her happiness to what is 
nearest her ; otherwise, cruel with indifferent carelessness, but 
only because no notion of the rights of others, of * strangers,' 
has ever been presented to her ; capable as a child of nature is of 
stealing on behalf of her own dear ones, but not capable as an 
artificialized nature is of stealing from them in order to gratify her 
private vanity before strangers with what she has thus stolen ; 
gentle to those nearest her, but not to others or to herself; 
an uneducated girl who never had a mother ; one who as a 
daughter and a growing girl had to get what poor little exchange 
of thought she could in the maids' room ; a wife who is obliged 
to choose as her confidential friend her husband's friend, and not 
her husband himself ; a beautiful, attractive young woman, who 
feels she is independent, placed in the high position of head of 
a house, but who, none the less, has come to tricking her 
husband by lie after lie in daily life, half-consciously longing, 
and waiting outside in the darkness, for some change that is to 
come suddenly, **the miracle," she does not exactly know what, 
but its effect is to be that the activity of her soul and her hus- 
band's are no longer to be allowed to go different ways ; that 
what she tries, what she accomplishes, what she sacrifices, is to 
be reckoned as human like his. The poet must find all these 
elements like mines ready laid in the woman's character, upon 
which the existence of the home is based. No one of them must 
fail him when the match is put to the train if the doll's house 
is to be blown to unrecognizable pieces before our eyes. 

Nora is precisely all this. The poet has now what he wants ; 
it is as in real life : the persons of the action have no notion 
what they are about until the moment of parting. 
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When all is falling to pieces, and not a moment sooner, they 
see by a sudden flash how they have been gradually bringing their 
fate on themselves, so that it destroys all the edifice of their 
past life : the man by not having considered the woman's 
personality ; the woman by the man having loved a person who 
does not exist, an illusion the more imfortunate in her case, as 
it turned her best deeds into faults. 

It has been alleged that Nora is not the same person in her 
concluding scene with Helmer as she is throughout the play. 
So far as her understanding goes, she is just the same. Her one 
reproach to Helmer at the end is that he did not take the blame 
on himself, and her calm at the end is so touching because the 
spectator knows what Helmer neither knows nor believes, that 
she was really ready to die to save him from the necessity of 
taking the blame on himself. For she means it in perfect good 
faith ; in a few minutes she will jump into "the cold, black water," 
which does not, however, prevent her, with her childish optimisfn, 
her habit of succeeding, and her power of telling herself tales (such 
as of the old gentleman who was to leave her his property), having 
some hope that the water might not be cold, or not drown her, or 
might change her into some new being, whom no anxiety could 
threaten. For even in this last and most honest resolve to die she 
is not acting as one fully awake, responsible, and conscious. She 
is all this for the first time at the moment she breaks away from 
Helmer and goes. But it is the old Nora, only it is Nora on 
her most serious side ; it is the young and inexperienced woman 
who, after Helmer's proper little speech gives her the experience 
that puts an end to her youth, cannot help telling him how 
boundlessly she once ^believed in him. 

The same objection is urged by those who say that she utters 
a number of incontestable truths, or, as her enemies describe it, 
** makes a speech*' at the end and "preaches the doctrine of 
the future." This, were it true, would prove her to be another 
Nora. But she really speaks as she always has spoken, without 
any calculation whatever. It is but the outburst of human nature's 
own consciousness of itself, but it has been so veiy recently 
awakened in her. It first awoke in her at the moment when she 
finally discovered the thing whose pain wrung from her .... 
" It became clear to me that I had been living here all these 
years with a strange man, and had borne him three children. 
Oh ! I cannot bear to think of it ! I could tear myself in pieces ! " 

Till then she had never guessed that her husband's Oriental 
view of life's task as adjusted to the two sexes had been a 
serious one, which had reduced her to a mere Thing, day after 
day — the dearest thing in all the world, but not a human being, 
not his peer. The moment she not only guessed this, but knew 
it with the most deadly cold certainty, every spark of womanly 
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instinct told her in that second all that can ever be taught or 
known about it. 

Nora herself is the Chorus to all the previous action through 
the general truths she Hnaily utters, but it is precisely because 
she only gets to know them at the very moment she utters them. 
It is just on such occasions as this that people do speak, unless 
feeling chokes their words. 

Nora's being able to speak harmonizes with her whole self. 
Helmer has always been mistaken in his notion that she was 
* weak * ; it was part of his false theory of a wife. She is 
rather strong than not, as appears in all her doings. And if 
women in general come to act more, the same thing will cause 
surprise in countless cases. Weakness is most often nothing but 
destroyed power of thinking and doing. It is because her 
character is so capable of strong devotion that she can go away 
when she finds she would do harm by staying, and can speak out 
all the hard new truths, feeling as she does that she is no more 
fit to stay and educate him into them than he is to educate her. 

But people shoot beside the mark, too, when they will not see 
the subject of Nora as one of universal human application, 
when they think that Ibsen wanted to make Helmer hateful. 
What Ibsen wanted to make hateful, and what he has made 
hateful, is Helmer's false view of half humanity — ^a view that 
still is the view of life that most men hold, and that makes it 
possible for a man to be every inch a gentleman without being 
for that reason a human being ; to believe he loves a woman, 
and at the same time think he can be Will and Conscience for 
her ; that makes it possible for a woman to call these habits 
of thought in men Chivalry, and exercise every quality of her 
inner and outward being only to secure the small triumphs of 
an odalisk, while at the same time she believes herself a pure- 
hearted woman, believes that she loves, believes that she really 
Iwes. • 

It is this social pest, this expression of what is unnatural, that 
Ibsen hates. For it is unnatural, standing as it does side by 
side with such a highly-developed notion of individuality as that 
now current in society. And Ibsen hates this not because he 
delights to hate, but because, as a poet, he loves individuality 
with all his heart, and womanly individuality above all, as the 
friendly, dawning promise for all our retarded human develop- 
ment, as the most promising side in the gospel of Man, as the 
daylight side of the future. 

Frances Lord. 
176, Lambeth Road, London^ 
November ^ 1882. 
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ACT I. 

A room comfortably and tastefully^ but not 
expensively^ furnished. 
( To the right a door leads to the Hall; to the left another 
door in the background to Helmer's study. Between 
the two doors a pianoforte. 

In the middle of the left wall a door, and somewhat 
nearer the front a window. Near the window a round 
table with an arm-chair and a small sofa. In the right 
wall, somewhat to the back^ a door. In the same wall, 
more forward, a stove of porcelain, by it a couple 
of arm-chairs and a rocking-chair. Between the 
stove and the, side door a small table. Engravings on 
the walls. An dtag^re with china and small curiosities. 
A small book-case of showily-bound books. Carpet. 
Afire bums in the stove. It is winter.) 

SCENE I. 

Nora. A Porter. Ellen. Then Helmer. The bell 
rings in the hall outside. Presently the hall door is heard 
opened. Nora walks into the room humming content- 
edly. She is in walking dress, and has several parcels 
in her arms, which she lays on the right-hand table. 
She leaves the door into the hall open behind her, and 
a Porter is seen standing outside, carrying a Christmas 
tree and a basket; he gives these to the maid-servant 
who opened the door. 

Nora. 

Be sure you hide the Christmas tree most carefully, 
Ellen ; so that the children don't on any account catch 
sight of it before this evening, when it is dressed and lit. 
LTo the Porter, taking out her purse.) How much ? 

B 
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Porter. 
Sixpence, if you please, ma'am. 

Nora. 

There is a shilling . . . No, keep the change. 

{The Porter thanks her and goes. Nora shuts the 
door. She continues smiling with quiet contentment as 
she takes off her walking things. Then she takes from 
her pocket a box of sweetmeats^ and eats some. As she 
does sOy she steps cautiously to her husband's door and 
listens,) YeS ; he is home. {She begins humming again^ 
walking to the right-hand table,) 

H ELMER (/« his room). 
Is that my lark who is twittering outside there ? 

Nora {busy opening some of her parcels). 

Yes, it is. 

Helmer. 

Is it the little squirrel running about ? 

Nora. 
Yes. 

Helmer. |L ^; 

When did it get home ? 

Nora. 

Just thjs minute. {Hides the box of sweetmeats in her 
pocket and wipes her mouth,) Come in here, Torvald, 
and see what I have bought. 

Helmer. 

I can't be interrupted now. {A little later he opens the 
door and looks in, pen in hand. ) ' Bought,' di J you say ? 
What ! all that heap of things ? Has my little spendthrift 
bird been wasting more money ? 

• Nora. 

But, Torvald, we really can waste a little now. It is 
positively the first Christmas we aren't obliged to pinch. 

Helmer. 

Yes ; but 111 tell you what : We mustn't waste money 
either,. 
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Nora. 

Still, Torvald, we may venture to spend a little al- 
ready, mayn't we ? just a very, very little. You have 
really got a capital position, and you'll be earning ever 
so much money. 

H ELMER. 

Yes, from New Year's Day. But there is a whole 
quarter before my next salary is due. 

Nora. 
Never mind ; we can borrow for that little time. 

Helmer. 

Nora ! {He steps towards her and takes her playfully by 
the ear.) Is your heedlessness running away with you 
again ? Supposing that I borrowed fifty pounds to-day, 
and you spent it during Christmas week, and that on 
New Year's Day a tile blew off the roof and struck my 
head, and I were . . . 

Nora {stopping his mouth) » 
Stuff ! How can you say such horrid things ! 

^. Helmer. 

But, supposing anything of the kind were to happen* 
What then ? 

Nora. 

If such a misfortune were to happen, I should not care 
whether I had debtsor whether I hadn't. 

Helmer. 
But what about the people I had borrowed from ? 

Nora. 

Those people ! Who would trouble about them? They 
would be strangers, of course. 

Helmer, 
Nora, Nora ! you are a mere baby. But seriously, 
dear child, you know my way of thinking about such 
matters. No debts ! Never borrow 1 Home life ceases 
to be free and beautiful directly its foundations are Borrow- 
ing and Debts. We two have held out bravely till now, 
and we will do so for the little time now remaining. 

B2 
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Nora (going to the ^replace). 
Ye — s. Just as you like, Torvald. 

H ELMER (following her). 

Come, come; my lark mast not let her wings droop 
immediately . . . What ! wry faces? {takes out his purse), 
Nora, what do you think IVe got here ? 

Nora (turning round quickly). 

Money ! 

Helmer. 

There (gives her some notes). By Jove ! don't I know 
that all sorts of things are wanted at Christmas ? 

Nora (counting. 

Ten, twenty, thirty, forty. Oh ! thank you, thank you, 
Torvald. This will help me on for a long while to come. 

Helmer. 
That is just what I hope. 

Nora. 

Yes, indeed ; for a long while. But now you must 
come too, and see all I have been buying. And so 
cheap ! Look, here is a new suit for Ivar, and a little 
sword as well. Here are a little horse and a trumpet for 
Bob. And here are a doll and a cradle for Emmy. They 
are only common ; but she will soon pull them all to 
pieces. And here I've got dresses and neckties for Ellen 
and Mary Ann. Only I ought to have got something 
better for Mary Ann. 

Helmer. 
And what is that in the other parcel ? 

Nora {crying out). 
No, Torvald, you're not to see that before this evening. 

Helmer. 

Oh ! ah. But now tell me, you Uttle spendthrift, what 
you have got for yourself. 

Nora. 
Never mind me. I don't want anything for myself. 



^ 
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H ELMER. 

But I am sure you do. Just tell me something sensible 
you would like to have. 

Nora. 

No; I really know of nothing . . . Yes ; listen, Torvald. 

Helmer. 
Well? 

Nora {playing with his coat buttons^ without looking 

him in the face). 

If you want to give me something, you might, you 
know, you might . . . 

Helmer. 
Well, weU ? Out with it ! 

Nora {quickly). 

You might give me the money, Torvald. Only just as 
much as you think you can spare ; then I will buy myself 
something with it later on. 

Helmer. 
But, Nora — 

Nora. 

Oh, please do, dear Torvald, I beg and implore you. 
Then I would hang the money in lovely gilt paper on the 
Christmas tree. Wouldn't that be funny ? 

Helmer. 

What do people call the bird who always spends every- 
thing ? 

Nora. 

Yes, I know : a spendthrift, of course. But please do 
what I ask you, Torvald. Then I shall have time to think 
what I most want. Is not that very sensible ? Come ! 

Helmer {smiling). 

Certainly ; that is to say, it would be if you really kept 
the money I gave you, and really bought yourself some- 
thing with it. But it all goes in housekeeping, and for all 
sorts of useless things, and then I have to find more. 

Nora. 
But, Torvald ... 
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H ELMER. 

Can you deny it, Nora dear? {He puts his arm round 
her,) My lark is the dearest little thing in the world; 
but she needs a very great deal of money. No one would 
believe how expensive it comes to keep such a little bird. 

Nora. 

Rubbish ! how can you talk so ? I am sure I am as 
careful as I can be. 

H ELMER {smiling). 

Very true, — as careful as you can be. But you can't be 
careful at all. 

Nora {hums and smiles in quiet satisfaction), 

Hm — m. You should just know, Torvald, what expenses 
larks and squirrels have. 

Helmer. 

What an odd little woman you are ! Just like your father 
— always eager to get hold of money. But the moment you 
have it, it seems to slip through your fingers somehow ; 
you never know how you got rid of it. Well, one must 
take you as you are. It's in the blood. Yes, my dear 
Nora, you may say what you please, but things of that 
sort are inheritable. 

Nora. 

Ah ! there are many things I wish I had inherited from 
father. 

Helmer. 

And I couldn't wish you to be anything but exactly 
what you are — my own, true, little lark. But ... I say 
... it strikes me . . . you look so, so — ^what shall I call 
it } — to-day ... so suspicious. 

Nora. 
Do I? 

Helmer. 

Yes, really. Look me full in the face. 

Nora {looking at him) . 

Well? 

Helmer {threatening with his finger), 

Hasn'^ that little mouth, that is so fond of sugar-plums, 
been eating some in the town ? 



NOBA. 7 

Nora. 

Gracious 1 no. How can you think anything of the kind 
about me ? 

H ELMER. 

* Didn't the little mouth just look in at the confectioner's ? 

Nora. 

No, I assure you, Torvald. . . 

Helmer. 

Not to taste one dainty dish ? 

Nora. 

No ; most certainly not. 

Helmer. 

Not so much as to try a few sweetmeats ? 

Nora. 

No, Torvald, I really do assure you. . . . 

Helmer. 

Well, well, well ; of course I'm only joking. 

Nora (£oes to the right-hand table), 

I should not think of doing what you disapprove of. 

Helmer. 

I know, dear ; and you have given me your word (steps 
to her). No ; keep your little Christmas secrets all to 
yourself, Nora, dear. They will come to light this very 
evening, when the Christmas tree is lit. 

Nora. 

Have you also thought to invite Doctor Rank ? 

Helmer. 

No. But that is not necessary; it is an understood 
thing that he dines with us. Besides, I shall tell him when 
he looks in to-day. I have ordered some capital wine. 
Nora, you cannot think how I look forward to this evening ! 

Nora. 

So do I. And how the children will shout for joy, 
Torvald I 

Helmer. 

Oh ! it really is glorious to know that one has made 
one's position, and has ample means. Isn't the conscious- 
ness of it a great enjoyment? 
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Nora. 
I should think it is, indeed. 

H ELMER. 

Do you recollect last Christmas ? Three whole weeks 
beforehand you used to shut yourself up till long past 
midnight in order to make flowers to trim the Christmas 
tree, and get ready all the other magnificent things to sur- 
prise us with. It was the most wearisome time I ever lived 
through. 

Nora. 

It did not weary me at all. 

H ELMER {smiling). 
We did not see much for your pains. 

Nora. 

Oh I will you never leave off teasing me about that? 
How could I help it if the cat did get in and tear 
everything I had made to pieces ? 

H ELMER. 

To be sure, you couldn't help it, my poor little Nora. 
You set to work to prepare us a treat with the best will in 
the world, and that is the chief matter. . . . But, never- 
theless, it is a good thing that hard times are over. 

Nora. 
It is, Torvald. 

Helmer. 

Now I needn't sit here all by myself, getting more 
bored every minute ; and you needn't tire your eyes and 
your delicate little fingers. . . . 

Nora {clapping her hands). 

It is really true, isn't it, Torvald, that I needn't do it 
any more ? Oh ! how splendid ! {fakes his arm). And 
now I will tell you, darling, how it has been striking me 
we ought to arrange matters. . . . Directly Christmas is 
over {the hall door-bell rings). . . Oh, there's a ring ! {she 
advances part way across the room). That is somebody 
come to call. How vexing ! 

Helmer. 
I am ' not at home ' to callers. Don't forget that. 
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SCENE II. 
The Preceding. Ellen. 

Ellen {m the doorway to Nora). 
A strange lady wishes to see you, ma'am. 

Nora. 
Show her in. 

Ellen (to Helmer). 

And the Doctor is just come, sir. 

Helmer. 

Has he gone into my study ? 

Ellen. 
Yes, sir (Helmer goes into his study, Ellen brings in 
Mrs, Linden^ in travelling costume^ and shuts the door 
behind her). 

SCENE III. 

Nora. Mrs. Linden. 

Mrs. 'Li^D'E.^ (timidly and slowly). 

How do you do, Nora? 

Nora (uncertain who she is). 

How do you do } 

Mrs. Linden. 

I dare say you do not know me again. 

Nora. 

No, I really. . . oh, yes — I think (breaking forth). 
What ! Christina ! Is it really you? 

Mrs. Linden. 

Yes ; it is I indeed 

Nora. 

Christina ! and to think I did not recognise you 1 How 
could I not. . . (More softly.) How altered you are, 
Christina ! 

Mrs. Linden. 

Yes ; in nine. . . ten long years. 

Nora. 
Is it really so long since we met ? Yes, it positively is. 
Oh ! the last eight years have been a happy time, I can 
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tell you. And now you have come to town ? all this long 
journey in mid-winter ! That was brave of you. 

Mrs. Linden. 
I have this moment arrived by the train. 

Nora. 

In order to have some fun at Christmas time, to be sure. 
Oh, how delightful that is ! Yes, fun we certainly will 
have. But take your things off. Aren't you frozen? 
{helps her to take her things off). There ! now we will sit 
down here cosily by the fire. No ; in that arm-chair ; I 
will sit here in the rocking chair. Yes, now you are showing 
me your dear old face again. It was only the first moment 
I saw you. . . . But you are a little paler, Christina, and 
perhaps a shade thinner, too. 

Mrs. Linden. 
And much, much older, Nora. 

Nora. 

Yes, perhaps a little older, too — a little wee bit, not 
much. {She suddenly stops ; seriously^ Oh ! what a 
thoughtless creature I am ! Here I sit chattering on, and 
— Dear, good Christina, can you forgive me ? 

Mrs. Linden. 
What do you mean, Nora ? 

Nora {softly). 
Poor Christina ! is it true you are a widow ? 

Mrs. Linden. 
Yes ; three years ago. 

Nora. 
Ah ! I was sure of it. I read it in the newspaper, you 
know. Oh, do believe, Christina dear, I often meant to 
write to you then ; but I kept putting it off, and something 
always hindered me. 

Mrs. Linden. 
I can very well understand that, Nora dear. 

Nora. 

No, Christina; it was dreadful of me. Oh, you poor 
darling ! how much you must have gone through. . . And 
he really left you nothing in the world to live upon ? 
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Mrs. Linden. 
No. 

Nora. 

And no children either ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

No. 

Nora. 

Then really nothing whatever ? 

Mrs. Linden. 
Not even a sorrow or a regret. 

Nora (looking at her incredulously). 
But, my dear Christina, how is that possible ? 

Mrs. Linden {smiling sadly and stroking her hair). 
Oh, it happens so sometimes, Nora. 

Nora. 

So utterly lonely. . . How awfully hard that must be 
for you ! I have three of the dearest children ever that 
were. But I can't show them to you just now; they are 
out walking with nurse. However, now you must tell me 
your whole story. 

Mrs. Linden. 

No, no, I would rather hear yours. 

Nora. 

No ; you must begin ; I won*t be egotistical to-day. To- 
day I will think of you only. But one thing I really must 
tell you. Or do you know already what great happiness 
has fallen to our lot in the last few days ? 

Mrs. Linden. 
No. What is it? 

Nora. 

Only think ! My husband has been made Manager of 
the Joint Stock Bank. 

Mrs. Linden. 
Your husband ! Oh, that is really a great piece of luck. 

Nora. 

Yes ; tremendous, isn't it ? A professional man's position 
is so uncertain, especially when he will not be concerned 
in any business except what is fit for a gentleman and 
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respectable. And naturally Torvald would not do any 
other business ; and in that matter I quite agreed with 
him. Oh ! you may well believe how heartily glad we are. 
He will enter his new position on New Year's Day, and 
then he will have a large salary, and high percentages on 
the business done. In future we shall be able to live in a 
very different style from the way we have lived hitherto — 
just as we please, in fact. Oh, Christina, I feel so light and 
happy. . . It really is beautiful, isn't it, to have a great deal 
of money, and be able to live without anxiety. Now isn't it ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

Yes ; it cannot but be delightful to have bare neces- 
saries. 

Nora. 

No, not only bare neessaries, but a great deal of money — 
heaps ! 

Mrs. Linden {smiling), 

Nora, Nora, haven't you grown sensible yet ? In our 
school days you were a great spendthrift. 

Nora {quietly smiling. ^ 

Yes; Ton'ald says I am so still {threatens with her finger). 
But *Nora, Nora,' is not so silly as you all think. Oh ! 
our circumstances have really not been such that I could 
be a spendthrift. We both had to work. 

Mrs. Linden. 
You as well } 

Nora. 

Yes, really — light fancy work : knitting, crochet, and 
things of that sort {vaguely\ and also other work. I 
suppose you know that when we married Torvald quitted 
the Government service? He had no prospect of being 
promoted, and yet he certainly had to earn more money 
than before. But I do assure you that the first year he 
over-worked himself quite terribly. You can easily under- 
stand that he was naturally obliged to get all the extra 
work he could and toil from morning till night. It was too 
much for him, and he fell dangerously ill. Then the doctors 
declared it was necessary for him to goto the South. 

Mrs. Linden. 
Yes ; you spent a whole year in Italy, didn't you ? 
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Nora. 

We did. It was not an easy matter to arrange, I can 
assure you. Ivar was only just bom then. But we had 
to go. Oh, it was a delicious journey ! And it saved 
Torvald's life. But it cost an awful sum of money, Christina. 

Mrs. Linden. 
You neednH tell me that, dear. 

Nora. 
Three hundred pounds. That's a great deal, isn't it ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

But in such cases it is, after all, a most fortunate thing 
to have the money to spend. 

Nora. 

Yes ; I ought to tell you I got it from father. 

Mrs. Linden. 

Ah; I see. It was just about the time he died. I 
think? 

Nora. 

Yes, Christina, just then. And think what it was for 
me not to be able to go to him and nurse him ! I was 
expecting little Ivar's birth daily. And then I had my 
Torvald to nurse, who was dangerously ill too. Dear good 
father ! I never saw him again, Christina. Oh ! that is 
the hardest thing I have had to bear since I married. 

Mrs. Linden. 

I know you were devotedly fond of your father. And 
then you and your husband started for Italy ? 

Nora. 

Yes"; a month later. By that time we had the money^; 
and the doctors were so peremptory. 

Mrs. Linden. 
And your husband returned completely cured ? 

Nora. 
Sound as a bell. 

Mrs. Linden. 
But— the Doctor ? 

Nora. 
What about him ? 
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Mrs. Linden. 

I thought your servant said that the gentleman who 
came in just when I did was the Doctor. , . 

Nora. 

Yes, it was Doctor Rank. But he dofes not pay any 
professional visits here. He is our best friend, and comes 
m to chat with us at least once every day. No, Torvald 
has not had an hour's illness since we went to Italy. And 
the children, too, are so healthy and well, and so am I. 
{Jumps up and claps her hands.) Oh, dear! oh, dear! 
Christina, it is indeed delicious to live and be happy ! — 
Oh, but it is really horrible of me ! I am talking about 
nothing but my own concerns {sits down upon a footstool 
close to her and lays her arms on Christina's knee). Oh ! 
don't be angry with me for it. Now just tell me, is it 
really true that you couldn't endure your husband ? Why 
ever did you marry him, then ? 

Mrs. Ijnden. 

My mother was living at that time, and she was ill and 
helpless ; and then I had my two younger brothers to 
provide for. I considered it my duty to accept him. 

Nora. 

Oh, yes. I dare say you were right there. Then he 
was rich in those days ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

Very well off indeed, I believe. But his business was 
not sound, Nora. When he died it all fell to pieces, and 
there was nothing left. 

Nora. 
And then .? 

Mrs. Linden. 

Then I had to try to make my way by keeping a small 
shop, a little school, and anything else I could get. The 
last three years have been for me one long working-day, 
without a moment's rest. But now it is over, Nora dear. 
My poor mother no longer needs me: she is at rest in 
her grave. Nor do the boys need me; they are in busi- 
ness, and can provide for themselves. 

Nora. 
How relieved you must feel ! 
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Mrs. Linden. 

No, Nora : only inexpressibly empty. To have nobody 
you can devote your life to ! {stands up restless). That is 
why I could not bear to stay any longer in that out-of-the- 
way little town. It must be easier to find something here 
that really has a claim upon one and occupies one's 
thoughts. If I could but be so fortunate as to get a 
fixed post — some office-work. 

Nora. 

But, Christina, that is so terribly tiring, and you look 
so overdone already. It would be far better for you if you 
could go to some cheerful watering-place for a while. 

Mrs. Linden {going to the window). 

I have no father who could give me the money to go, Nora. 

Nora {rising). 

Oh ! don't be vexed with me. 

Mrs. Linden {going towards ker). 

No, it is rather I who must beg your indulgence, Nora 
dear. The worst of a position like mine is that it makes 
one bitter. One has nobody to work for, and yet one is 
obliged to be always slaving and scraping together. Be- 
sides, one must live, and so one gets selfish. When you 
told me of the happy change in your circumstances, — 
you'll hardly believe it ; — but I rejoiced more on my own 
account than on yours. 

Nora. 

How do you mean ? Ah ! I see. You mean Torvald 
could do something for you. 

Mrs. Linden. 

Yes ; I thought so. 

Nora. 

And he shall, too, Christina dear. Just leave that to 
me. I shall lead up to it in the most delicate manner in 
the world, and think of something pleasant in order to 
incline him favourably to it. Oh ! I should so like to do 
something for you. 

Mrs. Linden. 

How good of you, Nora, to take up my cause so 
zealously — it is doubly good in you, who know so little of 
the troubles and difficulties of life. 
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Nora. 
I ? I know so little of — ? 

Mrs. Linden (smiling). 
Bless me ! a little fancy-work, and things of that sort. 
You are a mere baby, Nora. 

Nora {tosses her head and paces the room). 
I would not be so positive if I were you. 

Mrs. Linden. 
Really? 

Nora. 

You are like everybody else. You none of you think 
that I could be of any real use. 

Mrs. Linden. 
Come, come, darling — 

Nora. 

— that I have had my trials, too, in this troublesome 
world. 

* Mrs. Linden. 

Dear Nora, you have just finished telling me the whole 
story,of your trials. 

Nora. 

I dare say — the little ones. {Softly,) The big trials I 
haven't told you a word about. 

Mrs. Linden. 
What great trials ? What do you mean ? 

Nora. 

You look at me so patronisingly, Christina; but you 
wouldn't if you knew all. You are proud of having worked 
so hard and so long for your mother. 

Mrs. Linden. 

I am sure I patronise nobody. But it is true that I am 
proud and glad that it was my privilege to secure my 
mother the evening-time of her life tolerably free from 
care. 

Nora. 

And you are also proud of having done all you did for 
your brothers. 
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Mrs. Linden. 
It seems to me I have a right to be proud of it 

Nora. 

I quite agree. But now I will tell you something, 
Christina : I, too, have something to be proud and glad 
about. 

Mrs. Linden. 

I don't doubt it. But what do you mean ? 

Nora. 

Not so loud. Suppose Torvald were to hear ! On no 
account must he or anybody know it, Christina ; nobody 
but you. 

Mrs. Linden. 

What can it be, my dear ? 

Nora. 

Come over here {draws her beside her on the sofa). 
Yes ... I too have something to be proud and glad 
about. It was I who saved Torvald's life. 

Mrs. Linden. •" 

Saved his life ? How saved his life } ' 

Nora. 

I told you about our Italian journey. But for that he 
must have died. 

Mrs. Linden. 

So I understood, dear ; and your father gave you the 
needful money. 

Nora {smiling). 
Yes ; so Torvald and everybody else believes ; but — 

Mrs. Linden. 
But . . . 

Nora. 

Father didn't give us one penny. It was I who found 
the money. 

Mrs. Linden. 
You ? The whole of that large sum ? 

Nora. 
Three hundred pounds. What do you say to that ? 

c 
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Mrs. Linden. 

Buty my dear Nora, how was it possible ? Did you win 
it in some lottery ? 

Nora {conUmphumsly), 

In a lottery? Pooh! What would there have been 
clever in that ? 

Mr& Linden. 

Then wherever did you get it from ? 

Nora {hums and smiles mysteriously), 
Hm; tra-la-la-la ! 

Mrs. Linden. 
For you certainly couldn't borrow it 

Nora. 
No? Why not? 

Mrs. Linden. 

My dear love ! how could a wife without her husband's 
consent borrow such an important sum as that ? 

Nora {throwing her head back). 

Qh I when the wife is one who has some slight know- 
ledge of business, a woman who knows how to set about 
things with a little wisdom, then . . . 

Mrs. Linden. 
But, Nora, I can't in the least comprehend — 

Nora. 

Nor need you. It has never been stated that I borrowed 
the money. Perhaps I got it in another way {throws her- 
self back on the so/a). I may have got it from some 
ardent swain or another. When anybody is so distractingly 
pretty as I am ... 

Mrs. Linden. 
You are a fool, Nora. 

Nora. 

Now I am sure you are intensely curious, Christina . . . 

Mrs. Linden. 

Listen to me for a moment, Nora dear. Haven't you 
been a little indiscreet? 

Nora {sitting upright again). 
Is it indiscreet to save one's husband's life ? 
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Mrs. Linden. 

It seems to me it was indiscreet that you, without his 
knowledge . . . 

Nora. 

But he mightn't know anything about it. Cap't you 
comprehend that? He was not to guess for a single 
moment how ill he was. The doctors told me, and me 
only, that his life was in danger, that nothing could save 
him but living for a time in the South. Don't you sup- 
pose I should have tried to manage it in some other way 
first ? I laid before him how nice it would be for me if I 
could go a journey abroad such as other married ladies 
have been ; I wept and prayed ; I said he ought to con- 
sider my circumstances ; it was really his duty to give me 
my own way ; and then I hinted that he could of course 
borrow the money. But when I said that, Christina, he 
got almost angry. He said 1 was giddy, and that it was 
his duty as a husband not to yield to my tempers and 
fancies — yes, that was the word he used, I believe. Very 
well, I thought, ' but saved your life must be ; * and then 
I found a way to do it. 

Mrs. Linden. 

And did not your husband learn from your father that 
the money was not from him ? 

Nora. 

No ; never. Father died within those few days. I 
meant to have let him into my secret and begged him to 
tell nothing. But as he was so ill . • . unhappily it was 
not necessary. 

Mrs. Linden. 

And have you never since then taken your husband into 
your confidence? 

Nora. 

Deal* me ! What can you be thinking of? Tell him, 
when he is so strict on the point of not borrowing ? And 
added to that — for Torvald, with his man's self-reliance, 
to know that he owed anything to me would be painful 
and humiliating to the last degree. It would entirely 
change the relation between us ; our beautiful, happy 
home would never again be what it is now. 

C 2 
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Mrs, Linden. 

Will you never tell him ? 

Nora (thoughtfully^ kalf-smiling\ 

Yes, — ^later on perhaps, — after many years, when I have 
ceased to be so pretty as 1 am now. You mustn't laugh at 
me. Of course I mean iihen Torvald is not so fond of 
me as he is now ; when he no longer gets any amusement 
out of seeing me skipping about, and dressing up and act- 
ing. Then it might be rather a good plan to have some- 
thing in the background. [Breaking off.) What nonsense ! 
That time will never come. Now, what do you say to my 
grand secret, Christina? Am I not of some real use? 
Moreover, you will believe me when I say, the affair gave 
me much anxiety. It was really not easy for me to meet 
my engagements punctually. You must know, Christina, 
that in the world of business there is something that is 
called paying off, and quarterly interest, and they are 
always so terribly hard to tide over. That compelled me 
to pinch a little, here and there, wherever I could. I 
could not lay anything aside out of the housekeeping 
money, for of course Torvald had to live welL Nor could 
I let the children go about badly dressed. All I received 
for that purpose I had to expend on it The dear, darling 
children ! 

Mrs. Linden. 

And so your own personal expenses had to be restricted ? 
Poor Nora ! 

Nora. 

Yes, naturally. It was the first thing I thought of. 
Whenever Torvald gave me money for clothes and similar 
things, I never used more than half of it ; I always bought 
the simplest and cheapest materials. It is most fortunate 
that everything suits me so well ; so Torvald never 
noticed anything wrong about my dress. But it was often 
very hard, Christina dear. For it really is very nice to be 
beautifully dressed. Now, isn't it ? 

Mrs. Linden. 
Indeed it is. 

Nora. 

Well, and besides that, I had other sources of income. 
Last winter, for instance, I was so lucky as to get a heap 
of copying work to do. Then I used to shut myself up 
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every evening and write far on into the night. Oh, some- 
times I was so tired, so dreadfully tired. And yet it was 
amusing to work in that way and earn money, I almost 
felt as ff I were a man. 

Mrs. Linden. 

But how much have you been able to pay off from this 
debt ? ^ 

Nora. 

Well, now, that I can't precisely say. In business like 
this, you see, it is very hard to keep exact accounts. I 
only know that I paid everything back that I could scrape 
together. Sometimes I really didn't know what to do 
next {smiles). Then I used to sit down here and imagine 
that a very rich old gentleman was in love with me. 

Mrs. Linden. 

What ! Whichjgentleman ? 

Nora. 

Oh ! a mere story — that he was now dead, and that 
when his will was opened, there stood in large letters : 
* Pay over at once everything of which I die possessed to 
that charming person, Mrs. Nora Helmer. . .' 

Mrs. Linden. 
But, dear Nora, what gentleman was it } 

Nora. 

Dear, dear, can't you understand ? The old gentleman 
never existed : it was only what I used to sit down and 
think and dream, when I positively had no notion where I 
could get any money from. But let us leave him alone, — 
the tiresome old creature may stay wherever he is for 
aught I care ; I don't trouble my head about him, or his 
will ; for now I am freed from all further anxiety {spring- 
ing up). Oh, Christina, the thought of it does one good. 
Free from cares ! Free, quite free. To be able to play 
and romp about with the children ; to have things tasteful 
and refined and comfortable in the house, exactly as 
Torvald likes it all to be ! And then the spring will soon 
return with the glorious blue sky. Perhaps then we shall 
be able to have a short outing. Oh ! perhaps J shall get a 
peep of the sea again. Oh, yes ! indeed it is glorious to 
live and be happy. 
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{The hall-door bell rings.) 
Mrs. Linden {rising). 
There is a ring. Perhaps I had better be going. 

Nora, 
No ; do stay. I am certain nobody will come in here. 
It is sure to be somebody to see Torvald. 

SCENE IV. 
The Preceding. Ellen. Then Krogstad. 

Ellen {in the door to the hall). 

If you please, ma'am, there is a gentleman who wishes 
to speak to Mr. Helmer. 

Nora. 

The Bank Manager, you mean. 

Ellen. 

Yes, ma'am, if you please, ma'am ; — but I didn't know, 
as the doctor is with him. . . 

Nora. 

Where is the gentleman ? 

Krogstad {in the door-way to the hall). 

It is I, Mrs. Helmer. (Ellen ^^^j.) 

(Mrs. Linden is confused, recovers herself, and turns 

away to the window), 

Nora {goes a step towards him, excited, half aloud). 

You ? What does this mean ? What do you want to 
speak with my husband about ? 

Krogstad. 

Bank business- -to a certain extent. I hold a small 
post in the Joint Stock Bank, and your husband is now to 
be our chief, I hear.' 

Nora. 
So you wish to speak about . . . ? 

Krogstad. 

Only about tiresome business, Mrs. Helmer ; nothing in 
the world else. 



J 
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Nora. 

Then will you be so kind as to take a seat in bis office 
over tbere? (Krogstad goes. She bows indifferently 
while she closes the door into the halL Then she walks to 
the fire-place and looks to the fire.) 

SCENE V. 

Nora. Mrs. Linden. 

Mrs. Linden. 
Nora> wbo was tbat man ? 

Nora. 
• A Mr. Krogstad. He used to be in the law. 

Mrs. Linden. 
Yes ; he was. 

Nora. 

Do you know the man ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

I used to know him— many years ago. He was in our 
town a long time as government lawyer. 

Nora. 
Yes ; that is he. 

Mrs. Linden. 

How altered he is. 

Nora. 

He was very unhappily married. 

Mrs. Linden. 
And is he now a widower ? 

Nora. 
With a whole troop of children. There ! now it's 
burning properly {she puts the poker down and pushes the 
rocking-chair a little aside). 

Mrs. Linden. 
He takes up all sorts of business, people say. 

Nora. 

Does he? I dare say. I don't know. . , But don't let 
us think of business — it is so tiresome. 
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SCENE VI. 

The Preceding. Rank (coming out of Helmer's 

room). 

Rank instill in the door-way, speaking over his shoulder). 

No, no ; I won't disturb you. Til just go and chat to 
your wife for a little while {shuts the door and sees Mrs. 
Linden), Oh, I beg your pardon. I am in the way 
here too. 

Nora. 

No, not in the least {introduces them). Doctor Rank — 
Mrs. Linden. 

Rank. 

Oh, indeed, that is a name often heard in this house. 
I think I just passed you on the stairs as we entered. 

Mrs. Linden. 

Yes ; I go so very slowly. I can't bear much going 
upstairs. 

Rank. 

Oh, I see ; some slight accident. 

Mrs. Linden. 
It is really due to over-fatigue. 

Rank. 

No worse than that ? Ah ! then you have come to 
town to find some little recreation during the Christmas 
holiday-time. 

Mrs. Linden. 

I have come here to look for work. 

Rank. 

May I ask if that is an approved remedy for over- 
fatigue ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

One must live. Doctor Rank. 

Rank. 

Yes, the general view of the matter appears to be that 
it is necessary. 

Nora. 
Come, Dr. Rank, you yourself want to live. 
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Rank. 

To be sure I do. However miserable I am, I should 
like to drag on as long as possible. And my patients all 
cherish the same wish. It is just the same with people 
who are morally rotten. At this very moment Helmer 
has got talking to him precisely such a moral hospital- 
inmate as I mean. 

Mrs. Linden {catching her breath). 
Ah! 

Nora. 

Whom do you mean 1 

Rank. 

Oh, it's a fellow called Krogstad, a lawyer, a man 
you know nothing whatever about — rotten to the very 
core of his character. But even he began the convers- 
ation, as though he were going to say something very 
important, by saying he must live. 

Nora. 

Indeed ? Then what did he want to talk to Torvald 
about ? 

Rank. 
I really don't know that ; I only gathered that it had 
something to do with the Joint Stock Bank. 

Nora. 

I didn't know that Krog — that this Mr. Krogstad had 
anything to do with the Bank. 

Rank. 

He has some sort of post there. (To Mrs, Linden^ I 
don't know whether in your part of the country too there 
are to be found the sort of men who haunt the place only 
to scent out moral rottenness, and thus get some advan- 
tageous post or another. The healthy haVe no chance 
against them. 

Mrs. Linden. 

Well, after all it is better to open the door to the sick 
and get them safe in. 

Rank {shrugging his shoulders). 
Yes, so people say. And it is that very consideration 
which turns society into an hospital 
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- - — - — ^ 

(NORAy deep in her own thoughts^ breaks into half-choked 
laughter and claps her hands.) 

Rank. 

What are you laughing about? Do you know what | 

society is ? 

Nora. 

» 

What do I care about stupid * society ' ? I was laugh- 
ing over something quite different, something awfiiUy 
funny. Tell me, Doctor Rank, are all the people employed 
at the Bank now dependent on Torvald ? 

Rank. 
Is that what strikes you as so awfully funny ? 

Nora {smiles and hums). 

Leave me alone, leave me alone {walks about the room)* 
Yes, to think that we — that Torvald has now so much 
influence over so many people really does give me enor- 
mous satisfaction {takes the box from her pocket). Doctor, 
will you have a sweetmeat ? 

Rank. 'I 

Oh, dear, dear. Sweetmeats ! I thought they were 
contraband here. 

Nora. 
Yes ; . . . but Christina brought me these. 

Mrs. Linden. 
What did you say, dear ? I ? 

Nora. 

Oh, well, dear me ! You needn't be so frightened. 
You couldn't possibly know that Torvald has forbidden 
them. The fact is, he is afraid I might spoil my teeth. 
But, oh, bother, just for once. It won't hurt, will it, 
Doctor Rank ? {Puts a sweetmeat into his mouth.) And 
you too, Christina. And I will have one at the same i 

time— only a tiny one, or at most two {walks about 
again). Yes, I really am now in a state of extraordinary 
happiness. There is only one thing in the world that I 
should really like. -| 

Rank. 

Well, and what's that? 
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Nora. 
There's something that I should so like to say, — but for 
Torvald to hear it. 

Rank. 

Then why don't you say it to him ? 

Nora. 

Because I daren't, for it sounds so ugly. 

Mrs. Linden. 
Ugly? 

Rank. 

In that case I would not advise you to say it. But you 
might say it to us, at any rate . . Pluck up your courage. 
What is it that you would like to say in Helmer*s 
presence . . ? 

Nora. 

I should like to shout with all my heart .... Oh ! 
dash it all. 

Rank. 

Are you out of your mind ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

My dearest Nora ! 

Rank. 
Say it. There he is. 

Nora {hides the sweetmeat box), 

Hush-sh-sh. {He Inter comes out of his roomy hat in 
handy with his overcoat on .his arm ) 

SCENE VIL 
The Preceding. Helmer. 
> Nora {going towards him). 
Well, Torvald dear, and have you got rid of him ? 

Helmer. 
Yes ; he's gone at last. ' 

Nora. 

May I introduce you ? — this is Christina, who has come 
to town. 

Helmer. 

Christina ? Pardon me, but I don't know . . . 



28 NOBA. 

Nora. 
Mrs. Linden, Torvald dear — Christina Linden. 

H ELMER {to Mrs. Linden), 
Ah, indeed ! You are an early friend of iny wife's, I 
dare say. 

Mrs. Linden. r 

Yes ; we knew each other in old times. 

Nora. ^ 

And now only fancy ! She has taken this long journey 
in order to speak to you. 

H ELMER. 

To speak to me ! 

Mrs. Linden. 
Well, not actually . . . 

Nora. 

The fact is, Christina is extraordinarily clever in count- 
ing-house work to begin with, and then she has such a 
great wish to work under a really able man, in order to 
learn even more than she knows already. 

H ELMER {to Mrs, Linden), \ 

Very sensible indeed. ; 

Nora. 7 

And when she heard you were made Bank Manager, — 
you see the * Telcgfaph ' has announced it to all the world, — 
she started ofif and came here as fast as she could ; and, 
Torvald dear, for my sake you can do something for 
Christina. Now can't you? 

H ELMER. 

It might not be impossible. I conclude you are a 
widow ? 

Mrs. Linden. 
Yes. 

Helmer. 

And have already had some experience in office-work ? 

Mrs. Linden. 
A good deal. 

Helmer. ' 

Well, then, it is highly probable I can find a niche 
for you. 
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Nora {clapping her hands). 
There now f there now ! 

Helmer. 
You have just come at a lucky moment, Mrs. Linden. 

Mrs. Linden. 
Oh ! how can I thank you enough 1 

» ■ 

Helmer {smiling). 

There is no occasion to {puts his overcoat on). But 
to-day you. must excuse me. 

Rank. 

Wait ; ril go with you {fetches his fur-lined coat from 
the hall and warms it at the fire). 

Nora. 
Don't be out long, dear Torvald. 

Helmer. 
Only an hour; not longer. 

< Nora. 

Are you going also, Christina } 

Mrs. Linden {putting on her walking things). 
Yes ; I must-be off now and look for lodgings. 

Helmer. 
Then perhapS we can go together. 

Nora {helping her). 

How vexatious that we should have no spare room to 
offer you ; but it really is quite impossible. 

\^ A Mrs. Linden. 

What arer^you dreaming about .** Good-bye, dear Nora, 
and thank you for all your kindness. 

^ . Nora. 

Good-bye for a little while. Of course you' 11 come back 
this evenir^. And ^you too, Doctor Rank. What? if 
you feel well enough ? Of course you will. Only be sure 
you wrap up warmly. {They go out talking into the hall. 
Outside on the doorsteps are heard children s voices.) 
There they'are ! there they are ! {She runs to the door 
and opens it.) 
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SCENE VIII. 

The Preceding. Mary Ann. The Children. 

Nora. 
Come in ! come in ! {bends down and kisses the children). 
Oh ! my sweet darling . . . Do you see them, Chris- 
tina ? Aren't they darlings ? 

Rank. 
Don't let^s stand here in the draught- talking folly. 

H ELMER. 

Come, Mrs. Linden ; people who are not mothers won't 
be able to stand it if they stay here any longer. (Rank, 
Helmer, aftd Mrs, Linden go, Mary Ann enters the room 
with the children, Nora also, and shuts the door,) 

SCENE IX. 

Nora. Mary Ann. The Children. 

Nora. 

How fresh and merry you look ! And what rosy cheeks 
you have !— like apples and roses. {The children talk all 
at once to her during the following, ) And so you have 
been having great fun ? That is splendid. Oh, rezdly ! you 
have been giving Emmy and Bob a slide, both at once. 
Dear me I you are quite a man, Ivar. Oh, give her to 
me a little, Mary Ann. My sweet-heart! {Takes the 
smallest from the nurse and dances it up and down. ) Yes, 
yes, mother will dance with Bob too. What ! did you 
have a game of snow-balls as well ? Oh 1 I ought to have 
been there. No, leave them, Mary Ann ; I will take 
their things off. No, no, let me do it ; it is so amusing^. 
Go to the nursery for a while ; you look so frozen. You 11 
find some hot coffee on the stove. {The nurse goes to the 
room on the left, Nora takes off the children's things and 
throws them down anywhere, while she lets the children 
talk to each other and to her.) Really ! Then there was 
a big dog there who ran after you all the way home ? 
But Vm sure he didn't bite you? No; dogs don't bite 
dear dolly little children. Don't peep into those parcels, 
Ivar. You want to know what that is ? Yes, you are the 
only people who shall know. Oh, no, no, that is not 
pretty. What I must we have a game ? What shall it be, 
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then? Hide and seek? Yes, let us play hide and seek. 
Bob shall hide first. Am I to ? Very well ; I will hide 
first. {^She and the children piny, with laughing and 
shouting, in the room and the adjacent one to the right. 
At last Nora hides under the table ; the children come 
rushing in to look for her, but cannot find her, hear her 
half-choked laughter, rush to the table, lift up the cover, and 
see her. Stormy shouts. She creeps out, as though to 
frighten them. Fresh shouts. Meanwhile there has been 
a Rnock at the hall door. No one has heard it. Now the 
door is half opened^ and Krogstad is seen. He waits a 
little J the game is renewed^ 

SCENE X. 

Nora. The Children. Krogstad. 

Krogstad. 
Excuse me, Mrs. Helmer — 

Nora («/i/A a suppressed cry, turns round and half 
jumps up). 

Oh ! What do you want ? 

Krogstad. 

Excuse me; the inner hall door was ajar — somebody 
must have forgotten to shut it. 

Nora (standing up). 
My husband is not at home, Mr. Krogstad. 

Krogstad. 
I know it. 

Nora. 

Indeed ! Then what do you want here ? 

Krogstad. 

To say a few words to you. 

Nora. 

To me ? {To the children softly.) Go in to the nursery 
to Mary Ann. What, dear ? No, the strange man won't 
hurt Mamma. When he is gone we will go on playing. 
(She leads the children into the left-hand room and shuts 
the door behind them.) 

Nora {uneasy, in suspense). 
It was with me you wished to speak ? 
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Krogstad. 
Yes. 

Nora. 

To-day ? But it is not yet the first — 

Krogstad. ^ 

No; to-day is Christmas Eve. It will depend upon 
yourself what kind of Christmas happiness is granted you. 

Nora. 

What do you really want of me ? I certainly can't to- 
day — 

Krogstad. 

We won't discuss that beforehand. It is about another 
matter. You have a minute to spare ? 

Nora. 

Oh, yes, certainly ; I have that, although — 

Krogstad. 

Good. I was sitting over there in the Restaurant, and 
I saw your husband cross the street. 

Nora. 
Yes ; well ? 

Krogstad. 
With a lady. 

Nora. 
And what then ? 

Krogstad. 

May I ask if the lady was a certain Mrs. Linden. 

Nora. 
Yes. 

Krogstad. 

Who has just arrived ? 

Nora, 
Yes. This morning. 

Krogstad. 
I suppose she is an intimate friend of yours. 

Nora. 
Certainly she is. But I don't understand . . . 

Krogstad. 
I used to know her too. 
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Nora. 
I know you did. 

Krogstad. 

Really? Then you know all about it. I thought as 
much. Now, may I ask whether Mrs. Linden is to have 
some post in the Bank ? 

Nora. 

How can you allow yourself to catechise me in this way — 
you, a subordinate official of my husband's ? But since you 
have asked, you shall know. Yes, Mrs. Linden is to be 
employed at the Bank. And it is I who took her by the 
hand, Mr. Krogstad. Now you know. 

Krogstad. 
Then my guess was right. 

Nora {^walking up and down). 

Oh ! I should imagine one has a little wee bit of influ- 
ence. It doesn't follow that because one is only a woman 
that. . . . When one is in a dependent position, Mr. 
Krogstad, one ought to take the greatest care not to offend 
anybody who — hm — 

Krogstad. 

Who has influence ? 

Nora. 

Yes ; just so. 

Krogstad {taking another tone). 

Mrs. Helmer, will you have the kindness to employ your 
influence in my favour } 

Nora. 

What ? How do you mean ? 

Krogstad. 

Will you be so obliging as to take care that I retain mj 
dependent position at the Bank ? 

Nora. 

What is all this about ? Who wants to take your post 
away, then ? 

Krogstad. 

Oh, you needn't pretend ignorance towards me. I can 
very well comprehend that it cannot be pleasant for your 
friend to meet me ; and I can also comprehend now 
whom I have to thank for my dismissal 

D 
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Nora. 
But I assure you . . . 

Krogstad. 

Oh, yes ; make no \>ones about it : there is yet time, 
and I advise you to use your influence to prevent it. 

Nora. 
But, Mr. Krogstad, I have absolutely no influence. 

Krogstad. 

None? It seems to me you were saying just now 
yourself — 

Nora. 

Of course you were not to understand me in that sense. 
I ! How can you think I should have such influence as 
that over my husband ? 

Krogstad. 

Oh, IVe known your husband since our College days. 
I don*t think he is firmer than other husbands are. 

Nora. 

If you talk disparagingly of my husband I must request 
you to go. 

Krogstad. 

You are very courageous, my dear Madam. 

Nora. 

I am no longer afraid of you. When New Year's Day 
is over I shall soon be out of the whole difficulty. 

Krogstad {controlling himself more). 

Now just listen to me, Mrs. Helmer. If needs be, I 
shall fight as though it were for my life in order to keep 
my small post in the Bank. 

Nora, 
Yes ; it looks as if you would. 

Krogstad. 

It is not only on account of the pay ; that is the part of it 
that least matters to me. But it is something else. Well, 
I suppose I'd better make a clean breast of it. Look here ; 
it's this. Of course you know just what everybody else 
knows— that many years ago I once got into trouble. 
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Nora. 
I think I heard something of the sort. 

Krogstad. 

The matter never came into Court; but from that 
moment all paths were, as it were, barricaded to me. Then 
I threw myself into the kind of business which you know 
about. I was obliged to snatch at something, and I may 
say this much : I wasn't the worst of the men in that line. 
But now I ought to clear out of all business of that sort. 
My sons are growing up ; on their account I must try to 
win back as much respectability as I possibly can. In 
that direction this post at the Bank was the first step. 
And now your husband wants to push me back into the 
mire. 

Nora. 

But I do assure you, Mr. Krogstad, it is really not in my 
power to help you. 

Krogstad. 

Because you will not ; but I have the means of com- 
pelhng you to help^me. 

Nora. 

You don*t intend to tell my husband that I owe you 
money ? 

Krogstad. 

Hm. Supposing I were to tell him ? 

Nora. 

It would be scandalous of you {with suppressed tears). 
This secret, which is my joy and my pride, he shall not 
learn in such a vulgar, blunt way — ^and from you too. 
You want to put me to the most terrible annoyance. 

Krogstad. 
Only annoyance ? 

Nora {hotly), . 

But just do it ; the consequences will be worse for you 
than anybody else ; for then my husband will see clearly 
what a bad man you are, and then you certainly will not 
keep your post. 

Krogstad. 

I asked if it were only domestic unpleasantness that you 
were afraid of? 

D 2 
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Nora. 

If my husband gets to know about it he will of course 
pay the rest without delay ; and then we have nothing 
more to do with you. 

Krogstad {stepping a pace nearer)* 

Listen, Mrs. Helmer : either you have rather a weak 
memory, or you don't know much about business. In that 
case I must get you to go more deeply into the matter. 

Nora. 
How will you do that ? 

Krogstad. 

When your husband was ill, you came to me to borrow 
jt3oo of me. 

Nora. 
I knew nobody else. 

Krogstad. 

I promised to find you the money. 

Nora. 
And you did find it. 

Krogstad. 

I promised to find you the money under certain con- 
ditions. You were just then so excited about your hus- 
band's illness, and so anxious to get hold of the money for 
your journey, that you probably did not think twice about 
the difficulties it involved. It is therefore not superfluous 
for me to remind you of them. Now, I promised to find 
you the money in exchange for an acknowledgment which 
I drew up. 

Nora. 

Yes, and I signed it. 

Krogstad. 
Very well. But then I added a few lines whereby your 
father became security for the debt. Your father was to 
sign this. 

Nora. 

Was to ? He did sign. 

Krogstad. 

I had left the date blank : that is to say, your father 
was to insert the date on which he signed the document. 
Do you recollect this, Mrs. Helmer ? 
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Nora. 
Yes, I believe. . . 

Krogstad. 

Thereupon I gave you the piece of paper that you 
Height send it to your father. Is not that so ? 

Nora. 
Yes. 

Krogstad. 

And of course you did so without delay ; for within five 
or six days you brought me bade the acknowledgment 
duly signed by your father. Then you received from me 
the sum promised. 

Nora. 

Well, to be sure ; have I not paid it back punctually ? 

Krogstad. 

Very fairly; yes. But let us return to the matter we 
were speaking of. You were in great trouble at the time, 
Mrs. Helmer? 

Nora. 
I was indeed. 

Krogstad. 
Your father, too, was very seriously ill, I believe. 

Nora. 
He was on his death-bed. 

Krogstad. 
And died soon after ? 

Nora. 
Yes. 

Krogstad. 

Now, just tell me, Mrs. Helmer, whether by any chance 
you happen to recollect which day he died — which day of 
the month, 1 mean. 

Nora. 
Father died on the twenty-ninth of September. 

Krogstad. 

Quite correct ; I have made inquiries about it. That 
is why I cannot explain a remarkable circumstance {draws 
from his pocket a piece of writing). 
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Nora. 
A remarkable circumstance ? I dd not know. . . . 

Krogstad. 

The remarkable circumstance, dear Mrs. Helmer, is, 
that your father signed this acknowledgment three days 
after his death. 

Nora. 
What ? I don't understand. . 

Krogstad. 

Your father died on the twenty-ninth of September. 
But just look here. Here your father has dated his 
signature October the 2nd. Is not that remarkable, Mrs. 
Helmer ? 

(Nora is silent.) 

Krogstad. 

Can you explain that to me ? 

(Nora continues silent,) 

Krogstad. 

It is also striking that the words ' October the 2nd ' and 
the year are not in your father's handwriting, but in one 
which I believe I know. Now this may be explained by 
supposing that your father forgot to date it, and that some- 
body added the date by guess work before the fact of his 
death was known. There is nothing improper in that 
proceeding. But it is the signature of his name that my 
question relates to. And is it genuine, Mrs. Helmer ? 
Was it really your father who with his own hand set his 
name here 1 

Nora {after a short silence throws her head back and looks 

defiantly at him). 

No; it is I who wrote papa's name there. 

Krogstad. 

And are you aware, moreover, that that is a dangerous 
admission ? 

Nora. 

Why ? You will soon get your money. 

Krogstad. 

May I be permitted one more question : Why did you 
not send the document to your father ? 
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Nora. 

It was impossible. Father was then dangerously ill. 
If I had asked him for his signature I should also have 
had to tell him what I wanted the money for. But in his 
condition I really could not tell him that my husband's 
life hung by a thread. It was quite impossible. 

Krogstad. 

Then it would have been better for you to give up the 
journey abroad. 

Nora. 

That was impossible too. My husband's life depended 
on that journey. I could not give it up. 

Krogstad. 

But did you not consider, then, that it was a fraud 
on me ? 

Nora. 

I could not take any heed of that. I did not care in the 
least about you. I could not endure you on account of all 
the hard-hearted difficulties you made, although you knew 
how ill my husband was. 

Krogstad. 

Mrs. Helmer, you have evidently no clear idea what 
you have been really- guilty of. But I can assure you it 
was nothing different from this, nor worse than this, that 
I once did, and that destroyed my entire position in 
society. 

Nora. 

You ? Do you want to make me believe that you would 
have dared to do a courageous act in order to save your 
wife's life ? 

Krogstad. 

The laws inquire little into motives. 

Nora. 

Then we must have very bad laws. 

Krogstad. 
Bad, or not bad, — if I lay this document before a court 
of law you will be judged according to the laws. 

Nora. 
That I do not believe. Do you mean to tell me that a 
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daughter has not the right to spare her old father, on his 
death-bed, care and worry ? Do you mean to say that a 
wife has not the right to save her husband's life ? I don't 
know the law precisely, but I am convinced that some- 
where or another the law must contain leave for me to 
have done such things. And you don't know it — you, a 
lawyer. You must be a bad lawyer, Mr. Krogstad. 

Krogstad. 

I dare say. But business — such business as ours here — 
I do understand; you believe that? Very well. Now, 
do as you please. But this I do say to you : that if I am 
turned out of society a second time, you shall keep me 
company. {He bows and goes out through the halL) 

SCENE XL 

Nora. Then the Children. 

Nora {stands awhile thinking, then she throws 

her head bach). 

Never ! To try to frighten me ! I am not so simple as 
that. (^Begins folding the children's clothes; pauses.) 
But ... no; but that is quite impossible. I did it 
from love. 

The Children {in the left door). 
Mamma, the strange man is gone now. 

Nora. 

Yes, yes ; I know. But don't tell any one about the 
strange man. Do you hear ? Not even papa. 

The Children. 
No, mamma ; but now will you play with us again ? 

Nora. 
No, no ; not now. 

The Children. 

Oh, do, mamma. You did promise. ^ 

Nora. 

Yes ; but I can't just now. Run to the nursery ; I have 
so much to do. Run along, run along, my dear, good -* 

children. (She compels them gently to go into the inner 
room, and shuts the door behind them.) 
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SCENE XII. 

Nora. Then Ellen. 

Nora {throws herself on the sofa^ takes a piece of 
embroidery and does a few stitches^ but soon pattses). 
No {throws the embroidery down, stands Mp, goes to the 
door towards the hall, and calls out), Ellen, bring in the 
Christmas-tree. {Goes to the left-hand table and opens the 
drawer; stands again, thoughtful). No ; but that is 
quite impossible. 

Ellen {with the Christmas-tree), 
Where shall I stand it, if you please, ma'am? 

Nora. 
There, in the middle of the room. 

Ellen. 
Shall I bring in anything else ? 

Nora. 
No, thank you ; I have what I want. 

(Ellen, who has put down the tree, goes out again.) 

Nora {busy dressing the tree). 

There must be a candle here, and some flowers there. — 
The horrid man ! — Nonsense, nonsense ; there is nothing 
wrong in it. . . . The Christmas-tree shall be beautiful. 
I will do everything that gives you pleasure, Torvald; I 
will sing, and dance, and . . . 

SCENE XIII. 

Nora. Helmer {from out of doors, with a bundle 
of documents under his arm)* 

Nora. 
Oh ! are you back already ? 

Helmer. 
Yes. Has anybody been here ? 

Nora. 
Here ? No. 

Helmer. 

Curious ! I saw Krogstad come out of the house. 
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Nora. 
Did you ? Oh, yes, it is true he was here for a minute. 

H ELMER. 

Nora, I can see from your manner he has been here, and 
asked you to put in a good word for him. 

Nora. 
Yes. 

Helmer. 

And you were to do it as of your own accord ? You 
were to say nothing to me of his having been here ? 

Nora. 
Yes, Torvald; but— 

Helmer. 

Nora, Nora ! and you could bring yourself to do that ? 
to allow yourself to be drawn into talk with such a man, 
and give him a promise. And then tell me an untruth 
about it ? 

Nora. 
An untruth ? 

Helmer. 

Didn't you say nobody had been here? {Threatens 
with his finger,) My lark must never do that again. A 
little singing bird must never sing false notes {puts his 
arm round her). That's true, isn't it? Yes, I knew it 
{lets her go). And now we'll say no more about it {sits 
down before the fire). Oh, how comfortable and quiet it 
is here {glances into his documents), 

Nora {busy with the tree, after a short silence), 

Torvald. 

Helmer. 
Yes. 

Nora. 

I am so excessively delighted over the Steinbergs 
costume ball the day after to-morrow. 

Helmer. 

And I am so excessively curious to see what you will 
surprise me with. 

Nora. 

Oh ! that's the tiresome part of it. 
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H ELMER. 

• How do you mean ? 

Nora. 

I can't find anything to suit me. Everything seems so 
silly and meaningless. 

H ELMER. 

Has my little Nora arrived at that opinion ? 

Nora {behind his chair, with her arms on. the back). 

Are you very busy, Torvald. 

Helmer. 
Eh? 

Nora. 

What sort of papers are those ? 

Helmer. 

Papers concerning the Bank. 

Nora, 
Already ? 

Helmer. 

I got the retiring authorities to give me full power 
beforehand to make the necessary changes in the staff and 
method of working. This is what I must spend my 
Christmas week in arranging. By New Year' s Day I will 
have everything in order. 

Nora. 
Then this is why that poor Krogstad . . . 

Helmer. 
H — m. • , . 

Nora (leaning Jurther over the chair, strokes his hair). 

If your work were not so pressing I should ask you a 
great, great favour, Torvald. 

Helmer. 
Let's hear it. What can it be ? 

Nora. 

Nobody has such refined taste as you have. Now I 
should so love to look well at the costume ball. Torvald, 
dear, couldn't you take me in hand and settle what char- 
acter I am to appear in, and how my costume ought to be 
arranged ? 
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H ELMER. 

Is that obstinate little head of yours puzzled at last, and 
looking about for somebody to save it from destruction ? 

Nora. 
Yes, Torvald. Without you I am utterly helpless. 

H ELMER. 

Well, well; I'll think it over; we will soon hit upon 
something together. 

Nora. 

Oh, how kind and good that is of you {goes to the tree 
again; pause). How pretty the red flowers look. But, 
by-the-bye, was the . . . thing which Krbgstad got into 
trouble about years ago really so bad ? 

Helmer. 

Forged a name, that's all. Harve you any notion what 
that means? 

Nora. 

Mustn't he have done it from need ? 

Helmer. 

Yes, or as so many others do it, from heedlessness. I 
am not so heartless as to judge anybody absolutely from 
such a transaction alone. 

Nora. 
No ; that's just what I thought you would say, Torvald. 

Helmer. 

Many a man can lift himself up again morally if he 
openly recognises his offence and undergoes its punish- 
ment. 

Nora. 

Punishment ? 

Helmer. 

But Krogstad didn't set about it in that way ; he tried 
to work his way out of it by dodges and tricks, and by 
that very means he has morally ruined himself. 

Nora. 

Do you think that it ... ? 

Helmer. 

Only just think how a man so conscious of guilt as that 
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must go about everywhere lying, and a hypocrite, and an 
actor ; how he must wear a mask towards his neighbour, 
and even his wife and children, his own children. That's 
the worst, Nora ? 

Nora. 
Why? 

Helmer. 

Because such a misty atmosphere of lying brings conta- 
gion into the whole family. Every breath the children 
draw contains some germ of evil. 

Nora {closer behind him)* 
Are you quite sure 1 

Helmer. 

As a lawyer, darling child, I have remarked that many 
a time. Nearly all men who go to ruin early have had 
untruthful mothers. 

Nora. 

Why should it be — smothers ? 

Helmer. 

In most cases it comes from the mother ; but the father 
naturally works in the same direction. Every lawyer has 
reason to know that. And Krogstad has actually been 
poisoning his own children for years past by lying and 
acting a part ; that is precisely why I call him morally lost. 
{Stretches out his hands to her,) This is the reason why 
my dear little Nora must not plead on his behalf. Shake 
hands upon it. Come, come ; what's that ? Give me 
your hand. That's right. Then it's a bargain. I do 
assure you it would have been impossible to me to work 
with him. I feel bodily discomfort when I am in any 
proximity to such people. 

Nora {takes her hand away and stalks to the other sids 

of the Christmas-tree). 

How warm it is here. And I have so much to do still, 

Helmer {rises and puts his papers together). 

Yes, I must take care to get some of these papers read 
through before dinner ; and I will think over your costume 
too. And I should not be surprised if I were to get ready 
some trifle that might be hung in gilt paper on the 
Christmas- tree. {Lays his hand upon her head, ) My dear 
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little lark. {He goes into his room and shuts the door 
behind him. ) 

SCENE XIV. 
Nora. Then Mary Ann. 

Nora {slowly^ after a pause). 

What was it ? It can't be so . . That is impossible. 
It must be impossible. 

Mary Ann {in the left door, ) 

The little ones are begging so prettily to come in to 
mamma. 

Nora. 

No, no ; don't let them come in to me. Let them stay 
with you, Mary Ann. 

Mary Ann. 

Very well, ma'am (shuts the door), 

Nora (pale with terror), 
I ruin my children . . . poison my home. (Short pause. 
She raises her head proudly.) That is not true. It is 
never, and can never be, true. 



ACT II. 

THE SAME ROOM. 

(In the comer beside, the piano stands the Christmas-tree^ 
stripped^ shabby^ and with the candles burnt out. On 
the sofa NorcHs walking things.) 

SCENE I. 

Nora (alone. She walks about restlessly. At last stands 

by the sofa and takes her cloak. After a minutes reflection 

she lets it fall again on to the sofa). 

There's somebody coming. (Goes to the door^ listens.) 
No ; nobody. Nobody is likely to come to-day, Christmas 
Day, nor to-morrow either. But perhaps . . (opens the 
door and peeps out). No. Nothing in the letter-box ; it's 
quite empty. (Comes to the front ^the staged Stuff and 
nonsense ! Of course he will do nothing serious in it. 



V 
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Nothing of the kind can possibly happen. It is impossible. 
Why, I have three little children. 

SCENE II. 

(Mary Ann coming out of the left room with a large 

p^er card'board dox,) 

Mary Ann. 

At last Tve found the box with the masquerade dress. 

Nora. 

Thanks j put it down on the table there. 

Mary Ann (does so). 
But it is still very much out of order, ma*am. 

Nora. 

Oh, I wish I could tear it into a hundred thousand pieces. 

Mary Ann. 

Good gracious me, ma*am ! Why, it can be easily put 
to rights ; it only wants a little patience. 

Nora. 
Yes ; I will go to Mrs. Linden and get her to help me. 

Mary Ann. 

What ! out again, ma'am ? In this dreadful weather ? 
Youll catch your death of cold, ma'am, and be quite ill. 

Nora. 

Oh, that's not the worst thing that could happen. 
What are the children doing ? 

Mary Ann. 

They're playing with their Christmas presents, dear 
little things ; but . . . 

Nora. 
Do they often ask after me ? 

Mary Ann. 

Well, you see, ma'am, they have been so used to having 
their 'mamma always with them. 

Nora. 

Yes ; but, Mary Ann, henceforth I can't have them so 
much with me as hitherto. 
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Mary Ann. 
Well, ma'am^ little children get used to anything. 

Nora. 

Do you think they do? Do you believe that they 
would forget their mother if she went quite away ? 

Mary Ann. 

Gracious me, ma'am ; quite away ! 

Nora. 

Tell me, Mary Ann — IVe so often wondered about 
it — how could you bring yourself to give your child up to 
strangers ? 

Mary Ann. 

But I was obliged to, if I wanted to come as nurse to 
my little Miss Nora, ma'am. 

Nora. 
Yes ; but that you could want to. 

Mary Ann. 

When I could get such a good place, ma'am ? A poor 
girl who's been in trouble could only be very glad to 
come ; for that wicked man did nothing for me. 

Nora. 

But of course your daughter has forgotten you ? 

Mary Ann. 

Oh no, ma'am, not in the least. She wrote to me both 
when she was confinned and when she got married. 

Nora {embracing her). 

Dear Mary Ann, you were a good mother to me when 
I was a little girl. 

Mary Ann. 

My poor little Miss Nora had no mother but me. 

Nora. 

And if my little children had nobody else I am sure 
you would . . . Nonsense, nonsense {opens the box). Go 
to them in the nursery. Now I must . . . To-morrow 
you shall see how beautifully this dress suits me. 

Mary Ann. 
Yes, ma'am, I'm sure there will be nobody so beautiful 
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at the whole ball as my Miss Nora. {SA^ goes into the 
left room.) 

Nora {begins taking the costume out of the box, then 
soon throws it down again). 

Oh, if I could go away. If only nobody would come. 
If only nothing would happen here at home meanwhile. 
Rubbish ! nobody will come. Only not to think . . . 
Stroke one's muff smooth. Beautiful gloves, beautiful 
gloves . . . Away with the whole thing, away with it . . . 
One, two, three, four, five, six. (With a cry.) Oh ! there 
comes the ... {goes towards the door^ but stands un- 
decided). 

SCENE III. 

Nora. Mrs. Linden {comes from the hall, where she 

has taken off her things), 

Nora. 

Oh, it is you, Christina. Is nobody else there ? How 
delightful of you to come. 

Mrs. Linden. 
I hear you have called at my lodgings to ask for me. 

Nora. 

Yes, I was just passing. There is something I wanted 
you to help me with. Let us sit here on the sofa. Look 
here. To-morrow evening there is a costume ball at 
Consul Steinberg's overhead, and now Torvald wants me 
to appear as a Neapolitan fisher-girl, and dance the taran- 
tella, because I did learn it in Capri. 

Mrs. Linden. 

I see, dear. Then you are to give quite a representa- 
tion of the character ? 

Nora. 

Yes ; Torvald wishes me to. Look ! here is the cos- 
tume. Torvald had it made for me in Italy ; but now it 
is all so torn, and I hardly know ... 

Mrs. Linden. 

Oh ! we'll soon set that to rights for you. It is only 
the trimming that has got loose here and there. Have 

E 
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you a needle and thread ? Ah ! there' s the very thing we 
want. 

Nora. 
How kind it is of you. 

Mrs. Linden {sewing). 

If youVe going to dress up to-morrow, Nora, I tell you 
what — I shall come in for a moment in order to see you 
in all your glory. But I have quite forgotten to thank you 
for the pleasant evening you gave me yesterday. 

Nora {looks up and walks across the room\ 

Ah I yesterday it didn't seem to me so pleasant here as 
it generally is. . . . You should have come to town sooner, 
Christina. Yes, Torvald knows how to make our home 
beautiful and pleasant. 

Mrs. Linden. 

And so do you, I think; or you would not be your 
father's daughter. But tell me — is Doctor Rank always 
so depressed as he was yesterday evening ? 

Nora. 

It was particularly striking yesterday. He really has a 
terrible illness that accounts for it. He has spinal con- 
sumption, poor wretch. You see, his father was an awful 
man, who did all sorts of wrong things, and so of course 
bis son has been ill from his childhood. 

Mrs. Linden {lets her sewing fall into her lap). 

But, my dearest, loveliest Nora, how do you learn such 
things ? 

Nora {walking). 

Oh ! when one has three children one is sometimes called 
upon by . . . women who have a little medical know- 
ledge, and happen to chat about one thing or another. 

Mrs. Linden {goes on sewing; short pause). 
Does Doctor Rank come here every day ? 

Nora. 

He never misses. He has been Torvald's friend from 
boyhood, you know, and is a good friend of mine too. 
Doctor Rank is quite one of the family. 
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Mrs. Linden. 

But just tell me, dear : is the man quite honest ? I 
mean J doesn't he like saying flattering things to people ? 

Nora. 
On the contrary. What makes you think so ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

When you introduced us yesterday he declared he had 
often heard my name in the house ; but then I noticed 
your husband had no notion who I was. How, then, 
could Doctor Rank? 

Nora. 

You are right, Christina. But you see, dear Torvald 
loves me so indescribably much ; and so he wants to have 
me all to himself, as he expresses it. When we first 
married he was almost jealous if I did but mention one of 
the people I lived with at home, so I naturally ceased to 
mention them. But I often talk to Doctof Rank about it, 
for he loves to hear me babble on. 

Mrs. Linden. 

Dear Nora, in many things you are still just like a 
child. I am somewhat older than you are, and have a 
little more experience. I will tell you something : you 
ought to put an end to the whole affair with this Doctor. 

Nora. 
What affair ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

Both affairs, it seems to me. Yesterday you were 
telling me about a rich admirer who was to furnish you 
with money. 

Nora. 

Yes, and who never existed, more's the pity. But what 
then? 

Mrs. Linden. 

Has Doctor Rank property ? 

Nora. 
Yes, he has. 

Mrs. Linden. 

And nobody to provide for r 

e 2 
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Nora. 
Nobody. But— 

Mrs. Linden. 
And he comes here every day ? 

Nora. 
Yes ; I tell you he never misses. 

Mrs. Linden. 
But how can he, as a gentleman, be so intrusive ? 

Nora. 
I really don't understand you. 

Mrs. Linden. 

Don't pretend, Nora. Don't you suppose I did not 
guess from whom you borrowed the ;£3oo ? 

Nora. 

Are you out of your senses ? You think that ? A friend 
of the family who comes here every day to us ! What a 
terrible, torturing state of things it would be ! 

Mrs. Linlen. 
Then it really is not he? 

Nora. 

No ; that I do assure you. It never for a moment 
occurred to me to ask him. Besides, at that time he had 
nothing to lend ; it was later that he came into his 
property. 

Mrs. Linden. 
Well, that was certainly lucky for you, Nora dear. 

Nora. 

No, really, it never would have struck me to ask Doctor 
Rank However, I am certain that if I did — 

Mrs. Linden. 
But of course you never would . . . 

Nora. 

I should think not, indeed. Nor do I believe it will be 
necessary. But I am firmly convinced that if I said to 
Doctor Rank — 
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Mrs. Linden. 
Behind your husband's back ? 

Nora. 

I must get out of the other loan ; that I had to manage 
behind his back too. I must get out of that. 

Mrs. Linden. 
Yes, yes, you were saying so yesterday ; but — 

Nora {walking up and down), 

A man can get things into better order somehow than 
a woman can. . . 

Mrs. Linden. 

Her own husband ; yes. 

Nora. 

Nonsense. {Stands still.) When one pays everything 
off that one owes, one gets back the acknowledgment of 
the debt ? 

Mrs. Linden. 
Of course. 

Nora. 

And can tear it into a hundred thousand pieces and 
bum the nasty, horrid thing ! 

Mrs. Linden {looks at her fixedly ^ lays down her work^ 

and looks up slowly), 

Nora, you are hiding something from me. 

Nora. 

Can you see that in my manner ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

Since yesterday morning something has been happening 
to you. Nora, what is it ? 

Nora {going towards her), 

Christina. ' {Listens.) Hush. There's Torvald coming 
home. Here, go and sit with the children. Torvald can't 
bear to see dress-making. Let Mary Ann help you. 

Mrs. Linden {gathers some of the things together). 

Very well ; but I shan't go away until we have spoken 
openly to each other. {She goes away to the left as Helmer 
enters from the Hall), 
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SCENE IV. 
Nora. Helmer. 

Nora {goes to meet him). 
Oh ! how I have been longing to see you, Torvald dear. 

Helmer. 
Was the dress-maker here ? 

Nora. 

No ; Christina. '' She is helping me to get my costume 
into order. You will see I shall look perfectly charming. 

Helmer. 
Yes ; wasn't that an extremely lucky thought of mine ? 

Nora. 

Glorious ! But is it not also very beautiful of me to 
give in to you ? 

Helmer {faJ:es her under the chin). 

Beautiful of you — that you give in to your own husband ! 
Why, you little rogue, I know very well you didn't mean 
anything of the sort. But I won't disturb you. I dare say 
you want to be fitting on your dress. 

Nora. 
And I dare say youVe going to work ? 

Helmer. 

Yes {shows her a bundle of doaiments). Look here. I 
was at the bank just now {is about to go to his room), 

Nora. 
Torvald. 

Helmer {stands stilt), 
.Yes? 

Nora. 

If your little squirrel were to ask you for something very 
prettily and seriously. . . 

Helmer. 
Then? 

Nora. 
Would you do it ? 
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H ELMER. 

Naturally I should first expect to be told what it is. 

Nora. 

The little squirrel would jump about and perform all 
sorts of funny tricks if you would be amiable and do as 
you are asked. 

Helmer. 

Come, then ; out with it. 

Nora. 

The little lark would twitter round in all the rooms, loud 
and soft by turns. . . 

Helmer. 

Oh, there's nothing in , that. She does all that as 
it is. 

Nora. 

I would act a fairy, and dance in the moonshine, 
Torvald. 

Helmer. 

Nora, you can't mean what you were begging me about 
this morning? 

Nora {coming nearer). 

Yes, Torvald, I do beg you so, 

Helmer. 

Have you really courage to mention the matter again 
to me? 

Nora. 

Yes, yes. You must grant my request. You must let 
Krogstad keep his place at the Bank. 

Helmer. 

My dear Nora, I have arranged for his place to be 
given to Mrs. Linden. 

Nora. 

Yes, and that was very nice of you. But insteaid of 
Krogstad, you could dismiss some other clerk. 

Helmer. 

That would be incredibly absurd. Because you heed- 
lessly promised to put in a word for him, I am to . . . 
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Nora. 

Not for that reason, Torvald. It is for your own sake. 
The man is on the staff of some of our most scurrilous 
newspapers; I have heard you say so myself. He can 
do you such infinite harm. I am so terribly afraid of 
him. 

H ELMER. 

Oh, I understand ; it is old recollections that are 
frightening you. 

Nora. 
Why do you say that ? 

Helmer. 
Of course you are thinking of your father. 

Nora. 

Yes, to be sure. Only call to mind what wicked men 
used to write about father in the papers, and how shame- 
fully they calumniated him. I believe they really would 
have got him dismissed if Government had not sent you 
down to look into the matter, and if you had not been so 
kindly and considerate towards him. 

Helmer. 

My dear Nora, between your father and me there is all 
the difference in the world. Your father was not, as an 
official, quite unimpeachable. But I am ; and I hope to 
remain so as long as I am at my post. 

Nora. 

Oh, you don't in the least comprehend how wicked men 
find out all sorts of things to say. We could be so well 
off now, and live so quietly and happily in our peaceful 
home, free from any kind of care, you and I and the 
children, Torvald ! This is why I beg you so earnestly. 

Helmer. 

And it is just by your throwing yourself into the matter 
that you make it impossible for me to keep him. It is 
already known at the Bank that I intend to dismiss 
Krogstad. If it were now to be known that the new Bank 
Manager let himself be talked round by his wife — ^ 

Nora. 
Well, then ? 
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H ELMER. 

If only the obstinate little woman can get her own way, 
of course that is all she wants. . . I am to make myself 
the laughing-stock of all the clerks, and set people saying 
I am under outside influence. Take my word for it, I 
should soon trace the consequences. And besides, there 
is one circumstance that makes Krogstad an impossible 
person to have at the Bank while I am manager there. 

Nora. 
What circumstance ? 

H ELMER. 

In case of necessity I could perhaps have overlooked 
his moral fault. . . 

Nora. 
Yes, couldn't you, Torvald ? 

Helmer. 

And by what I hear he must be quite competent. But 
we knew each other in early youth. It is one of those 
hasty acquaintances that so often hamper one in later life. 
In fact, the whole difficulty lies in his calling me Torvald.* 
And the tactless creature makes no secret of it when other 
people are present. On the contrary, he fancies it justifies 
his taking a familiar tone with me ; and so he blurts out 
at every turn, ' 1 say, Torvald : ' I do assure you it causes 
me most painful emotion. He would make my position 
at the Bank perfectly unendurable to me. 

Nora. 
Torvald, you are not serious in saying all this. 

Helmer. 
Not ? Why not ? 

Nora. 

All these are such petty considerations. 

Helmer. 

What are you saying ? Petty consid — Do you con- 
sider me petty ? 

Nora. 

No, on the contrary, Torvald dear ; and that is just 
why — 
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Helmer. 

It's all the same. You call my reasons petty ; then I 
must be petty too. Petty ! Very well then. Now well 
put an end to this once and for all. {Goes to the door into 
the hall and calls.) Ellen ! 

Nora. 
What do you want to do ! 

Helmer {searching among his papers). 
To put an end to the whole affair. 

SCENE V. 
The Preceding. Ellen. 

Helmer (to Ellen). 

There, take the letter. Give it to a messenger. But see 
that he takes it at once. The address is on it. Here is 
the money for him. 

SCENE VI. 

Nora. Helmer. 
Helmer {putting his papers in order). 
There, my obstinate little wife. 

Nora {as though out of her mind). 
Torvald, what letter was that ? 

Helmer. 
Krogstad's dismissal. 

Nora. 

Fetch it back again, Torvald. There is still time. 
Oh, Torvald, get it back again. Do it for my sake — for 
your own sake — for our children's sake. Do you hear ? 
Torvald, do it. You don't know what that letter has the 
power to bring upon us all. 

Helmer. 
Too late. 

Nora. 
Yes, too late. 

Helmer. 

Dear Nora, I forgive you your anxiety, although it is 
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founded upon what is wounding to me. Yes, that is 
what it really is. Or perhaps it is no offence to me for 
you to believe I should be afraid of the revenge of a dis- 
graced newspaper scribbler ? But I forgive it you, because 
it is all the time a charming proof of your great love for me 
{takes her in his arms). It must be so, my dear, darling 
Nora. Let what will befall us. If I am called upon for it, 
I have not only courage, but the strength too, you know. 
You shall see I am powerful enough to take everything 
upon my shoulders. 

Nora (suddenly terrified)* 
What do you mean by that ? 

Helmer. 
Everything, I say. 

Nora {decidedly). 
That you shall never, never do. 

Helmer. 

Very well ; then we will share it, Nora, as man and wife, 
just as we ought to do {strokes her). Are you satisfied 
now ? Come, come, come ; don't let me see those eyes 
looking like a scared dove's. It is all your own fancy. 
Now you must act the tarantella, and practise the tam- 
bourine. I shall go and sit in my other office and shut 
the double door, so that I shall hear nothing. You can 
make as much noise as ever you please {turns round in 
the doorway)^ and when Rank comes, just tell him where I 
am to be found. 

SCENE VII. 

Nora. Then Rank. Later Ellen. 

Nora {shaken with anxiety ^ stands as though rooted 
to the ground^ and whispers). 

He had it in his power to do it. Yes ; he did it. He 
did it in spite of all and everything I said. No ; never 
that, to all Eternity. Rather anything than that ! Save 
me ! Gh, for some way out of it. {The hall-door bell rings^ 
Doctor Rank 1 Rather anything than that, whatever it may 
be. {She drags herself slowly along, with her hand over 
her face, goes to the door and opens it* Rank stands 
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outside and hangs up his great coat. During the following 
scene it grows dark.) Good afternoon, Doctor Rank. I 
knew you by your ring. But you must not go to Torvald 
now ; for I believe he has some work to do. 

Rank. 
And you ? 

Nora {as he walks into the room, and she shuts the 

door behind him), 

Ob, you know perfectly well I have always [a spare 
moment for you. 

Rank. 

Thank you. I shall avail myself of your kindness as 
long as ever I can. 

Nora. 
What does that mean ? As long as ever you can ? 

Rank. 
Yes ; does that frighten you ? 

Nora. 

You express yourself so curiously. Does it mean you 
have got to know something ? 

Rank. 
Something about which I have long been convinced ; but 
I did not think it would come off quite so soon. 

Nora {seizing his arm). 

What is it you have got to know ? Doctor Rank, you 
must tell me. 

Rank {sitting down by the stove), 
I am running downhill. There is no help for it. 

Nora {breathing with relief). 
You are the one, then, who . . . ? 

Rank. 

Who else should it be ? Why deceive oneself? I am 
the most miserable of all my patients, Mrs. Helmer. In 
the last few days I have had a general stock-taking of my 
inner man. Bankruptcy ! Before a month is over I shall 
be food for worms in the churchyard. 
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Nora. 
Oh, what ugly things you say I 

Rank. 

The thing itself is so cursed ugly. But the worst of 
it is, that so many other ugly things have to be gone 
through first. There is only one investigation to be 
made, and when I have made it 1 shall know exactly at 
what time dissolution will begin. There is something I 
want to say to you about that. Helmer has stamped on 
his refined nature such a hatred for all that is ugly ; I will 
not have him in my sick room. 

Nora. 
But, Doctor Rank — 

Rank. 

I will not have him in my sick room— upon any condi- 
tion whatsoever. I close my door against him. As soon 
as I obtain completely certain information as to the worst, 
I shall send you my visiting card with a black cross on it, 
and then you will know that the horrors of dissolution have 
begun. 

Nora. 

Come, this is too bad of you. The things you are say- 
ing, too, are too disagreeable for anything. And I was so 
particularly anxious you should be in a really good temper. 

Rank. 

With Death staring me in the face ? And all by way 
of penance for the faults of other people. What justice is 
there in that ? Just such compensation is being exacted, 
inexorably, after one fashion or another, in every family. 

Nora {stopping her ears). 
Nonsense. Do be funny, funny ! 

Rank. 
Yes, really, the whole story is only worth laughing at. 
My poor innocent spine must do penance for my father's 
notions of amusement when he was a lieutenant in the 
army. 

Nora {at the left table), 

I suppose he was devoted to asparagus and Strasburg 
pies, wasn't he? 
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Rank. 
Certainly, and to truffles. 

Nora. 

Yes, devoted to truffles, to be sure, and to oysters, I 
believe. 

Rank. 

Yes, to oysters ; no need to mention that ; oysters, of 
course. 

Nora. 

And then all the port wine and champagne. It is 
sad that all these dainties should affect the bones so 
disastrously. 

Rank. 

Especially wnen the bones so disastrously affected never 
got the least advantage from the dainties. . 

Nora. 
Yes ; that is the saddest part of it. • . 

Rank {looks ai her searchingly), 
H — m. . . . 

Nora {a moment later),. 

Why were you smiling ? 

. </ . ' ■ 

Rank. 
No; it was you who smiled. 

Nora. 
No, you. Doctor Rank. . ^ 

Rank {standing up): 
You are really a greater rogue than I thou^t.. 

Nora.' 
To-day I am just inclined to play all sorts of tricks. 

Rank. 
It seems like it. 

Nora {with her hands on his shoulders^ 

Dear, good Doctor Rank, Death shall not take you 
away from Torvald and me. 
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Rank. 

Oh, you will easily get over the loss. People who go 
away are soon forgotten. 

Nora {looking at him anxiously). 
Do you think so ? 

Rank. 
People make fresh ties, and then — 

Nora. 
Who will make frfesh ties ? 

Rank. 

You and Helmer, as soon as I am gone. In fact, j'^w 
aire already setting about it, it seems to me. What was 
this Mrs. Linden doing here yesterday } 

Nora. 

Oh, that's it ? - But you don't mean to say you're jealous 
of poor Christina 1 

Rank. 

Yes, I am. She will be my successor here in your 
house. This woman will probably — 

Nora. 
Hi;sh ! I*{ot %o loud ; she is in there. 

Rank. 
To-day, af well ? There, just what I said ! 

Nora. 
Only to put my costpme in order. But, really, what 
odious things you are skying isits on the so/a). Now, do 
just be sensibly. Doctor Rank ; to-morrow you shall see 
how beautifully I dance, and then you may fancy, if you 
like, that I am doing it- all to please you only, and of 
course Torvald as well — of. course {takes various things 
out of the cardboard box). Doctor Rank, sit oyer here : I 
will show you soinething. 

Rank {sitting down). 
What is it? 

Nora. 

Look here. Do you see these ? 
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Rank. 
Silk stockings. 

Nora. 

Flesh-coloured. Aren't they lovely ? Oh, it*s so dark 
here now; but to-morrow. ... No, no, no, you must 
only look at the feet. Very well, I give you leave to look 
at the rest too. 

Rank. 

H— m. 

Nora. 

What are you looking so critical about ? Don*t you 
think they would fit me ? 

Rank. 

It is impossible I should have any settled opinion on 
that point. 

Nora {looking at him a moment). 

For shame {hits him lightly on the ear with the stock" 
ings). Take that for it {puts them in the box again). 

Rank. 
And what other splendid things have you got there that 
I was to see ? 

Nora. 

You won't be allowed -to see anything more, for you 
don't behave nicely. {She hums a little and searches 
among the things.) 

Rank {after a short silence). 
When I am sitting here in such perfect intimacy with 
you, I simply can*t imagine what woidd have become of 
me if I had never entered this house. 

Nora {smiling). 
Yes, I really think you like being with us. 

Rank {more softly y looking straight before him). 
And now I must go away from it all. 

Nora. 
Nonsense. You won't go away from us. 

Rank {in the same tone). 
And not be able to leave behind me the smallest sign 
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of thanks ; scarcely a passing thought of regret — nothing 
but an empty place that can be filled by the next comer as 
well as by anybody else. 

Nora. 
And if I were to ask you now for ... No. 

Rank. 
For what ? 

Nora. 
For a great proof of your friendship. 

Rank. 
Well, well ? 

Nora. 
No, I mean — for a very, very great service. 

Rank. 
Would you really for once make me so happy as that 
would make me ? 

Nora. 
Oh, you have no notion yet what it is. 

Rank. 
Very well ; please tell me directly. 

Nora. 

But I can*t : it is such an extraordinarily great thing. 
Not only a service, but advice and help besides. 

Rank. 

So much the better. I can't imagine what you can 
mean. But do go on. Don't you trust me ? 

Nora. 

Yes, as I trust nobody else. You are my best and most 
faithful friend. I know that. For that reason I will tell 
you what it is. Well, then, Doctor Rank, you must help 
me to hinder something. You know how deeply, how 
indescribably Torvald loves me ; be would not hesitate a 
moment to give his very life for mine. 

Rank (bending towards Jur), 

Nora, do you think, then, that he is the only one who 
would — 

F 
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Nora {^ith slight hesitation). 
Who? 

Rank. 
Who would gladly give his life for you ? 

Nora {sadly). 
Oh! 

Rank. 

I had sworn that you should know it before I went away 
for ever. I should never find a better opportunity. Yes, 
Nora, now you know it. And now you know, too, that 
you can trust yourself to me as you could to no one else. 

Nora {stands up simply and calmly). 
Let me pass, please. 

Rank {makes way for her^ but sits still), 
Nora. 

Nora {in the door to the halt). 

Ellen, bring the lamp. ( Walks to the stove,) Oh, dear 
Doctor Rank, that was too bad of you. 

Rank {standing up). 

That I love you devotedly as no one else does ? Was 
that too bad of me ? 

Nora. 

No ; but that you should tell me so. It was really not 
-necessary. 

Rank. 
What do you mean ? Did you know it, then ? 

Ellen {comes in with the lamp^ sets it down on the table^ 

and goes out again). 

Rank. 

Nora, Mrs. Helmer, I ask you, did you know anything 
of it ? 

Nora. 

Oh, what do I know as to whether I knew or didn't 
know } I really can't say. . . But that you could possibly 
be so clumsy. Everything was going on so beautifully. 
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Rank. 

Well, at any rate you know now for certain that I am 
quite at your disposal, soul and body. And now speak on, 

Nora {Rooking at him). 
Speak on now ? 

Rank. 
I beg you to tell me what it is you want. 

Nora, 
Now I can't say anything more to you. 

Rank. 

Oh dear, dear ! you must not pimish me in that way. 
Give me leave to do for you whatever is in a man's 
power. 

Nora. ' 

You cannot do anything more for me now. And besides, 
I want no help from any stranger. You shall see it was 
all my imagination. Yes, mere imagination on my part. 
Of course. (Sits in the rocking-chair, looks at him^ 
smiles,) Yes, you really are a charming gentleman, Doctor 
Rank. Now just tell me, aren't you ashamed of yourself 
now that the lamp is on the table ? 

Rank. 

No, indeed I am not. But perhaps I ought to go, and 
for ever ? 

Nora. 
No ; you needn't do that. You are to come to us as 
you always have come. You know very well that Torvald 
can't do without you. 

Rank. 
Yes ; but you ? 

Nora. 

Oh, it always gives me the greatest pleasure to have 
you with us. 

Rank. 

That is just what led me to mistake my path. You are 
a riddle to me. It often seemed to me as though you 
would almost as gladly spend your lime with me as with 
Helmer. 

F 2 
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Nora. 

Yes, — don't you see ? one loves one person, and likes 
spending time with another. 

Rank. 
Ahy there's some truth in that. 

Nora. 

I 

When I was still a girl at home, I naturally loved papa 
beyond all else. But it always delighted me when I could 
steal into the maids' room ; for, in the first place, they never 
lectured me, and in the second, it was always so merry 
there. 

Rank. 
Oh, I see ; then it is their place I have taken. 

Nora {jumps up and hurries towards him). 

Oh ! dear, good Doctor Rank, I nev^r meant that. But 
you can very well imagine that I feel about Torvald just 
as I used to feel about father. 

Ellen {coming from the hall). 

Please, ma'am. {Whispers in her ear and gives her a 
card,) 

Nora {glances at the card). 
Ah ! ( Puts it in her pocket) 

Rank. 
Something disagreeable up ? 

Nora. 
No, not in the least. It is only — it is my new costume. 

Rank. 
How can it be ? It's there. 

Nora. 

Oh, that one, yes ; but it's another, that ... I ordered 
it . . Torvald is not to know. 

Rank. 
Oh, indeed. So that's the great secret. 



NOBA. 69 

Nora. 

Yes, to be sure. Do just go^nto his room ; he is in the 
one beyond that one ; do keep him as long as you can. 

Rank. 

Make yourself easy ; he sha'n^t get away from me (j^oes 
into Helm£R*s room\ 

Nora {fo Ellen). 
Then he is waiting in the kitchen ? 

Ellen. 
Yes ; he came to the back door. 

Nora. 
But did you not tell him I had a visitor with me ? 

Ellen. 
Yes, ma'am ; but it was no use. 

Nora. 
He really will not go away, then ? 

Ellen. 
No, ma'am ; not until he has spoken with you. 

Nora. 

Then let him come in, but quietly. And say nothing 
about it, Ellen ; it is a surprise for my husband. 

Ellen. 
Oh yes, ma*am ; I quite understand {goes), 

Nora. 

The terrible thing is coming. It is here already. No, 
no, no ; it can never happen ; it shall not. {She goes to 
H ELMER'S door and slips the bolt Ellen opens the hall 
door to Krogstad, and shuts it behind him. He wears a 
travelling coat, high boots, atid a fur cap,) 
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SCENE VIII. 
Nora. Krogstad. 

Nora {towards him.) 
Speak quietly. My husband is at home. 

Krogstad., 
All right ; I don't care. 

Nora. 

What do you want of me ? 

Krogstad. 
An explanation of something. 

Nora. 
Be quick, then. What is it ? 

Krogstad. 
You know I have received my dismissaL 

Nora. 

I could not prevent it, Mr. Krogstad. I fought to the last 
on your behalf, but without success. 

Krogstad. 

Does your husband love you so little ? He knows what 
it is that I can do to injure you, and yet he dares — 

Nora. 
How could you think I should tell him ? 

Krogstad. 

Goodness me ! I didn't think that, either. To show 
so much manly courage did not look much like my fine 
Torvald Helmer. 

Nora. 
Mr. Krogstad, I demand respect for my husband. 

Krogstad. 

To be sure; all due respect. But since you, dear 
madam, are so anxious to keep the matter secret, I suppose 
I may venture to assume that you are a little clearer than 
you were yesterday as to what you have really done ? 
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Nora. 
Clearer thain yau could ever make me. 

Krogstad. 
Yes, such a bad lawyer as I am. 

Nora. 
What is it you want ? 

Krogstad. 

Only to see how you were getting on, Mrs. Helmer. I 
have been thinking about you all day long. A cashier, a 
disgraced newspaper writer, a — in short, a creature like 
me, you know, has a little bit of what people call * heart.' 

Nora. 
Then show it ; think of my little children. 

Krogstad. 

Did you and your husband think of mine i But let's 
leave that alone. I only wanted to tell you that you needn't 
take this matter too seriously. I sha'n't be the first one to 
talk about it 

Nora. 
No ; to be sure. I knew you wouldn't be. 

Krogstad. 

It can be settled as amiably as possible. Nobody need 
know. It can remain among us three. 

Nora. 
My husband is never to know anything about it. 

Krogstad. 
How can you prevent that ? Can you pay off the debt, eh ? 

Nora. 
No, not at once. 

Krogstad. 

Or have you any means of raising the money in the next 
few days ? 

Nora. 
No means that I will make use of. 
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Krogstad. 

And if you had, it would be no good to you now. If you 
stood here with ever so much money in your hand you 
wouldn't get your I. O. U. back from me. 

Nora. 
Tell me what you want to do with it. 

Krogstad. 

I only want to keep it, to have it in my own hands. No 
stranger shall hear anything of it If you were to form 
any desperate resolution. . . 

Nora. 
That I shall do. 

Krogstad. 

If you should think of leaving your husband and 
children. . • 

• Nora. 

That I shall do. 

Krogstad. 

Or if you should think of doing something far worse . . . 

Nora. 
How do you know that ? 

Krogstad. 
Never mind that. 

Nora. 
How do you know I had that in my mind ? 

Krogstad. 

Most of us think of that as the first thing to do. I had 
thought of it too ; but really had not the courage. 

Nora (voiceUssly), 
Nor I. 

Krogstad (relieved). 
No, one hasn't. You had not the courage either, had you ? 

Nora. 
I hadn't, I hadn't. 
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Krogstad. 

Besides, it would be very silly. When the first storm is 
only over in the house ... I have a letter in my pocket for 
your husband. 

Nora. 
Telling him everything ? 

Krogstad. 
Sparing you as far as possible. 

Nora {quickly). 

He shall never have that letter. Tear it up. I will get 
you the money somehow. 

Krogstad. 

I beg your pardon, Mrs. Helmer ; but I believe \ have 
already told you . . . 

Nora, 

Oh, I'm not talking about the money I owe you. Tell 
me how large a sum you demand from my husband, and I 
will get it for you. 

Krogstad. 
I demand no money from your husband. 

Nora. 
What do you want, then ? 

Krogstad. 

I will tell you. I want to get on in the world, dear 
madam ; I want to redeem my position in it. And your 
husband shall help me to do it. For the last eighteen 
months I have not been concerned in any dishonourable 
transaction ; during that time I have been fighting against 
the most gloomy circumstances. I was content to work 
my way up, step by step. Now I am turned out, and I 
am not satisfied to get employment again as a matter of 
favour. I mean to rise in the world, I tell you. . . I will 
get into the Bank again — and in a higher position than 
before. Your husband shall make a place on purpose for 
me. 

Nora. 
He will never do that. 
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Krogstad. 

He will do it. I know him ; he won't dare to refuse. 
And when I am once associated with him there you will 
soon see ! Before a yeir is out I shall be the manager's 
right hand. It won't be Torvald Helmer but Nils Krogstad 
who carries on the Joint Stock Bank. 

Nora. 
Youll never get to that point. 

Krogstad. 
Perhaps you would . . . 

Nora. 
Yes ; now I have the courage for it. 

Krogstad. 

Oh, you don't frighten me. An elegant, spoilt lady like 
you ... 

Nora. 
You will see, you will see. 

Krogstad. 

Under the ice, perhaps. Down into the black cold 
water. And then next spring be fished up on the shore, 
ugly, unrecognisable, with your hair all fallen out . . . 

Nora. 
You don't frighten me. 

-Krogstad. 

Nor you me. People don't do things of that sort, Mrs. 
Helmer. And, after all, what would be the use of it ? I 
have your husband so completely here in my pocket. 

Nora. 
Even then still ? When I am no longer — 

Krogstad. 

Do you forget that your good name after death is in my 
hands? 

(N ORA stands speechless and looks at him,) 

Krogstad. 

Well, now you are prepared. Do nothing foolish. So 
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soon as Helmer has received my letter I shall expect to 
hear from him. And bear in mind that it is your husband 
himself who has forced me back again into such paths. 
That I will never forgive him. Good-bye, Mrs. Helmer 
{goes through the hall). 

SCENE IX. 

Nora. Then Mrs. Linden. 

Nora {hurries to the door, opens it a little^ and listens). 
He is going. He is not putting the letter in the box. 
No, no, it would be quite impossible. (Opens the door 
further and further. ) What does that mean ? He is 
standing still, not going down the stairs. Is he thinking 
better of it ? Would he ? {A letter falls into the box ; 
Krogstad's steps are then heard until lost in the distance 
down the stairs.) 

tiORA {with a suppressed cry rushes through the room to 

the sofa-table ; short pause). 

■ In the letter-box {goes quietly and timidly to the door). 
There it lies. Torvald, Torvald, now we are lost 

Mrs. Linden {with the costume from the left room). 

Yes, now I have got it into nice order again. Should 
we just try it on ? 

Nora {hoarsely and softly), 
Christina, do come here. 

Mrs. Linden {throws the dress on the sofa). 
What's the matter ? You look so disturbed. 

Nora. 

Do come here. Do you see tjie letter ? There, see, 
through the wire-work of the letter-box. 

Mrs. Linden. 
Yes, yes ; I see it. 

Nora. 
That letter is from Krogstad. 

Mrs. Linden. 
Nora, it was Krogstad who lent you the money. 
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Nora. 
Yes ; and now Torvald will know all about it. 

Mrs. Linden, 
Believe me, Nora, it is the best thing for you both. 

Nora. 
You don't know all yet. I have forged a name. 

Mrs. Linden. 
Good heavens ! 

Nora. 

I only wanted to tell you that, Christina ; you shall be 
my witness. 

Mrs. Linden. 

How ' witness ' ? What am I to — ? 

Nora. 
If I lose my mind, and that might easily happen. 

Mrs. Linden. 
Nora ! 

Nora. 

Or if any other blow should strike me — anything such 
as my not being here present. 

Mrs. Linden. 
Nora, Nora, you don't know what you're saying. 

Nora. 

In case there were to be anybody who wanted to take 
the . . . the whole blame, I mean . . . 

Mrs. Linden. 
Yes, yes ; but how can you think . . . 

Nora. 

Then you will be able to bear witness that it is not true, 
Christina. I know very well what I am saying. I am in 
full possession of my senses ; and I say to you : Nobody 
else knew anything about it ; I alone have done every- 
thing. Don't forget that. 

Mrs. Linden. 

I won't forget it. But I haven't the remotest notion 
what it all means. 
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Nora. 

' Oh, how should you ? But a miracle will come to pass 
even yet. 

Mrs. Linden. 
A miracle ? 

Nora. 

Yes, a miracle ; but it is so terrible, Christina. It must 
not happen for anything in the world. 

Mrs. Linden. 
I will go to Krogstad at once and talk to him. 

Nora. 
Don't go to him. He will do you some injury. 

Mrs. Linden. 

There was a time when for love of me he would have 
done anything. 

Nora. 
He? 

Mrs. Linden. 
Where does he live ? 

Nora. 

Oh, how can I tell ? Yes (feels in her pocket) ; here I 
have a card of his. But the letter, the letter. 

SCENE X. 

The Preceding. Helmer outside, 
Helmer (in his room knocks at the door). 
Nora 1 

Nora (cries out anxiously). 
Yes ; what is it ? What do you want with me ? 

Helmer. 

Well, well, don't be so frightened. We aren't coming 
in ; you have bolted the door, you know. You are trying 
your dress on, I dare say. 

Nora. 

Yes, yes; I'm trying it on. It suits me so well, 
Torvald. 
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Mrs. Linden {wAo has read the card). 

Then he lives close by here, at the comer ? 

Nora. 

Yes ; but it's no use now. We are lost The letter is 
actually in the box. 

Mrs. Linden. 
And your husband has the key ? 

Nora. 
Always. 

Mrs. Linden. 

Krogstad niust ask to have his letter back unread. He 
must make some excuse — 

Nora. 
But this is the very time when Torvald generally — 

Mrs. Linden. 

Prevent him ; go and stay with him all the time. I will 
come back as quickly as I can. {She goes quickly away 
through the entrance door, ) 

Nora {goes to Helmer's door^ opens it, and peeps in). 
Torvald. 

SCENE XL 

Nora. Helmer. Then Rank. Later Mrs. 
Linden and Ellen. 

Helmer {in the dach-roofh). 

Well, now may one come back into one's own room ? 
Come, Rank, now we'll just have a look {in the door). But 
what is that ? 

Nora, 

What is what, Torvald dear ? 

Helmer. 
Rank led me to expect a grand dress-transformation 
scene. 

Rank {in the door). 

So I imderstood ; I was mistaken too. 

Nora. 

No ; before to-morrow evening you will neither of ypu 
get any opportunity of admiring me. 
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H ELMER. 

But, dear Nora, you look so tired. Have you been 
practising* too hard ? 

Nora. 

No, I haven't practised at all yet. 

Helmer. 

But you really must. 

Nora. 

Yes, it is quite indispensable, Torvald. But without 
your help it won't go on well ; I have forgotten everything. 

Helmer. 
Oh, we'll soon freshen it all up again. 

Nora, 

Yes, do help me, Torvald. You promised me you 
would, didn't you ? Oh ! I am so anxious about it. Before 
such a large party . . . this evening you must devote to 
me exclusively. No work allowed, no pen touched I Say 
' yes.' Am I not right, Torvald ? 

Helmer. 

I promise you : all'this evening I will be at your entire 
disposal. You little helpless thing — hm, it is true ; but 
I will first — ( Goes toward the hall door,) 

Nora. 
What do you want outside there ? 

Helmer. 
Only to see if any letters have come. 

Nora. 
No, no, don't do that, Torvald. 

Helmer. 
But why not ? 

Nora. 

Torvald, I beg you not to ; there are none there. 

Helmer. 
Let me just see (will go), 

(Nora, at the piano , plays the first bars of the tarantella,) 

Helmer (standing still in the door). 
Ah! 
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Nora. 

I can't dance to-morrow if I don't practise with you 
first. 

Helmer {going to her). 

Are you really so afraid, dear Nora ? 

Nora. 
Yes, so dreadfully afraid. Let me practise at once ; we 
have a little time left before dinner. Oh ! sit down here 
and accompany me, Torvald dear ; correct and teach me 
if I . . . 

Helmer. 

With all the pleasure in life, since you wish it {Hg sits 
down to the piano.) 

Nora {takes the tambourine^ and a long gay shawl from 

the box; drapes herself with the shawl very rapidly ; then 

with a bound comes to the front of the stage). 

Now you play and I will dance. (Helmer />/^/j, Nora 
dances; RASSi stands at the piano behind Helmer and 
watches.) 

Helmer {playing). 

Slower, slower ! 

Nora. 

I can't do it differently. 

Helmer. 

Not so violently, Nora. 

Nora. 
That is just its style. 

Helmer {stops). 
No, no ; it isn't right. 

Nora {laughs and swings the tambourine). 
Didn't I tell you so ? 

Rank. 
I will accompany you a little. 

Helmer {rising). 

Yes ; do so ; then I can correct her better. (Rank sits 
down to the piano and plays. N ora dances more and more 
wildly. Helmer stands by the fire and addresses frequent 
remarks in correction during the dance. She seems not to 
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hear them. Her hair gets loose and falls on her shoulders ; 
she does not heed it, but goes on dancing. Mrs. Linden 
enters.) 

Mrs. Linden {stands as though spell-bound in the 

doorway). 
Oh! 

Nora {dancing). 
It is merry enough here, Christina. 

H ELMER. 

But, dearest Nora, you are dancing as if it were a matter 
of life and death. 

Nora. 
And so it is. 

Helmer. 

Rank, just stop ; this is the merest madness. . . Stop, 
I say. (Rank stops playing, and Nora comes to a sudden 
standstill.) 

Helmer {going towards her). 

I should never have believed it. You have positively 
forgotten the whole thing. 

Nora {throws the tambourine away). 
You see for yourself. 

Helmer. 
You really do want teaching. 

Nora. 

Yes ; now you see how needful it is. You must practise 
with me up to the last moment. Will you, Torvald ? 

Helmer. 
Certainly, certainly. 

Nora. 

Neither to-day nor to-morrow must you think about 
anything but me ; you must not open a single letter, not 
so much as the letter-box. 

Helmer. 
Oh, you are still afraid of that man. 

Nora. 
Yes, I am. 

G 
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H ELMER. 

Nora, I can see it in your manner. There is a letter 
from him in the box now. 

Nora. 

I don't know ; I believe so. But you are not to read 
anything of that sort— nothing of a worrying kind must 
come between us imtil everything is over. 

Rank (softly to Helmer). 

You mustn't contradict her. 

Helmer {putting his arm round her). 

The child shall have her own way. But to-morrow 
night, when you have danced — 

Nora. 
Then you will be free. 

Ellen (/« the left door). 
Dinner is ready, nia'am. 

Nora. 
We will have some champagne, Ellen. 

Ellen. 
Yes, ma*am {goes). 

Helmer. 
Dear, dear, quite a banquet ! 

Nora. 

Yes, a champagne banquet until morning dawns. {Calls 
out.) And maccaroons, Ellen — plenty — a great many — 
just this once. 

Helmer {taking her hands). 

Come, come, not this awful wildness. Be my gentle 
little lark once more. 

Nora. 

Oh, yes, I will. But now go into the dining-room ; and 
you too, Doctor Rank. Christina, you must help me to 
do my hair. 

Rank {softly as they go). 
There is nothing in the wind.^ Nothing . . I mean . . . 
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H ELMER. 

Nothing whatever, my dear Rank. It is merely this 
babyish anxiety I was telling you about. {Both go to the 
right,) 

Nora. 
Well ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

He is gone out of town. 

Nora. 

I saw it in your face. 

Mrs. Linden. 

He only returns to-morrow evening. I left a note for 
him there. 

Nora. 

You should not have done that. You ought not to hinder 
anything. After all, there is something glorious in ex- 
pecting a miracle to happen. 

Mrs. Linden. 

What do you expect, then ? 

Nora. 

Oh, you can't understand. Go to them in the dining- 
room ; ril come in a moment. (Mrs. Linden goes to 
the dining-room — right,) 

SCENE xn. 

Nora. Then Helmer. 

Nora {stands a while as though collecting her thoughts. 

Then looks at her luatch). 

Five — seven hours before midnight. Then twenty- 
four hours before the next midnight. Then the tarantella 
will be over. Twenty-four and seven. Still thirty-one 
hours to live. 

Helmer {in the right-hand door). 
But where is my little lark ? 

Nora {runs with open arms towards him). 
Here she is. 
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ACT III. 

THE SAME ROOM. 

{The sofa-table is in the middle^ together with the chairs 
surrojmding it. A lamp lit is on the table. The door to 
the hall stands open. Dance-music is heard from over- 
head^ 

SCENE I. 

Mrs. Linden sits by the table and turns the pages of a 
book absently. She tries to ready but seems unable to fix 
her attention ; she frequently listens and looks anxiously 
towards the hall door. Then enter Krogstad. 

Mrs. Linden {looking at her watch). 

Not here yet. And it is the latest time I mentioned. 
If he only doesn't . . . {listens again), Ch, there he is ! 
{She goes into the hall and opens the corridor-door care- 
fully ; a light tread is heard on the steps. She whispers.) 
Come in. Nobody is here. 

Krogstad {in the door-way). 

I found a note from you at my house. What does that 
mean? 

Mrs. Linden. 

It is absolutely necessary I should speak with you. 

Krogstad. 

Indeed ? And was it absolutely necessary the inter- 
view should take place here ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

It was impossible at my lodgings. I have no sitting- 
room to myself. Come in; we are quite alone. The 
servants are asleep, and the Helmers are at the ball next 
door. 

Krogstad {coming into the room). 

Ah! what? The Helmers are dancing this evening? 
ReaUy ? 
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Mrs. Linden. 

Yes. Why not ? 

Krogstad. 
Quite right. Why not ? 

Mrs. Linden. 
And now, Mr. Krogstad, let us talk a little. 

Krogstad. 
Have weranything left to say to each other? 

Mrs. Linden. 
We have a great deal to say. 

Krogstad. 
I should not have thought so. 

Mrs. Linden. 
Because you have never really understood me. 

Krogstad. 

Was there anything more to understand than what was 
clear as daylight ? A heartless woman jilts a man when 
a better match offers itself. 

Mrs. Linden. 

Do you consider me so utterly heartless ? Do you think 
I should have broken it off with a light heart ? 

Krogstad. 

Didn't you ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

Did you really think that of me, Nils? 

Krogstad. 

Then why did you write me such a letter as you wrote 
at the time ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

I really could not do otherwise. Since I had to break 
with you, it surely was also my duty to destroy in your 
heart everything you felt for me. 

Krogstad {squeezing his hands together). 

So that was it And all — all for the sake of money only. 

Mrs. Linden. 

You ought not to forget that I had a helpless mother 
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and two little brothers. We could not wait for you, Nils ; 
at that time you had but poor prospects. 

Krogstad. 

Very likely ; but you had no right to turn me off for 
the sake of any other man. 

Mrs. Linden. 

Oh, I don't know. I have asked myself often enough 
since whether I had the right to do it. 

Krogstad (more gently). 

When I had lost you, it seemed to me as though the 
very ground had sunk away from under my feet. Just 
look at me : I am a ship-wrecked man on a raft now. 

Mrs. Linden. 
I should think some help was close at hand. 

Krogstad. 

It was at hand ; but then you came and stood in my 
way. 

Mrs. Linden. 

Without knowing it, Nils. It was only this morning 
I learnt that it .was your post I had got 

Krogstad. 

I believe you, since you say so. But now you do know 
it, do you mean to give it up ? 

Mrs. Linden. 
No ; for that would not help you in the. least. 

Krogstad. 
Oh, 'help,' *help.' I should do it whether or no. 

Mrs. Linden. 
Life and ^hard, bitter necessity have taught me to act 
prudently. 

Krogstad. 

And life has taught me not to trust fine speeches. 

Mrs. Linden. 

Then life has taught you a very sensible thing. But I 
suppose you do trust deeds ? 

Krogstad. 
What do you mean by that ? 
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Mrs. Linden. . 
You said you were a shipwrecked man on a raft. 

Krogstad. 
I have good reason to say so. 

Mrs. Linden. 
I too have suffered shipwreck, and am on a raft. 

Krogstad. 
You made your own choice. 

Mrs. Linden. 
I had no choice at the time. 

Krogstad. 
Well, what more ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

Nils, how would it be if we two shipwrecked people could 
belong to each other ? 

Krogstad. 
What are you saying ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

Two people have better chance of being saved on a raft 
than if each stays on his own. 

Krogstad. 
Christina ! 

Mrs. Linden. 

Why do you think I came here, to town ? 

Krogstad. 

Was it with some thought of me ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

I must work in order to endure life. I have worked 
from my youth up, and work has been my one best friend. 
But now I am quite alone in the world — so terribly empty 
and forsaken. There is no happiness in working for 
oneself. Nils, give me somebody and something to 
work for. 

Krogstad. 

I don't believe a word of it. It is nothing but a woman's 
exaggerated notion of self-sacrifice. 
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Mrs. Linden. 
Have you ever noticed any exaggeration in me ? 

Krogstad. 

What ! You really could ? Tell me, do you know my 
past ? 

Mrs. Linden. 
Yes. 

Krogstad. 

And do you know my reputation ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

Did you not hint it just now, when you said that with 
me you could have been another man ? 

Krogstad. 
I am perfectly certain of it. 

Mrs. Linden. 

Could it not yet be so ? 

Krogstad. 

Christina, do you say this after full deliberation ? Yes, 
you do. I see it in your face. Then you really have the 
courage ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

I need somebody to mother, and your children need a 
mother. We two are necessary to each other. Is] ils, I 
believe in the nobler part of your nature. With you I dare 
attempt anything ! 

Krogstad {seizing her hands). 

Thank you, thank you, Christina. Now I shall know 
how to set about raising myself in the eyes of others. Oh, 
but I forgot . . . 

Mrs. Linden [listens). 

Hush ! the tarantella ! Go, go. 

Krogstad. 
Why, what is it? 

Mrs. Linden. 

Don't you hear the dancing overhead 1 When that is 
over they will come back. 

Krogstad. 
All right ; I'll go. But it's too late now. Of course 
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you don't know what it is I have set going against the 
Helmers ? 

Mrs. Linden. • 
Yes, Nils, I know. 

Krogstad. 
And nevertheless you have the courage to — 

Mrs. Linden. 

I can very well comprehend to what lengths despair 
may drive a man like you. 

Krogstad. 
Oh, if I could but undo my share in it ! 

Mrs. Linden. 
You can, for your letter lies there in the box. 

Krogstad. 
Does it really ? 

Mrs. Linden. 
Yes ; but . . . 

Krogstad {looking at her searchingfy). 

Is that the explanation of it ? You wanted to save your 
friend at any price. Say it straight out. Is that the way 
the land lies } 

Mrs. Linden. 

Nils, a person who has once sold herself for the sake of 
others never does it again. 

Krogstad. 
I will ask to have my letter back again. 

Mrs. Linden. 
No, no. 

Krogstad. 

Yes ; I shall stop here till Helmer comes. I shall ask 
to have my letter back ; I shall tell him it merely relates 
to my dismissal, and that he had better not read it. 

Mrs. Linden. 
No, Nils, you must not ask for the letter back. 

Krogstad. 

But tell me, wasn't that the very reason for your bidding 
me come here ? 
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Mrs. Linden. 

Yes, in my first moment of terror. But since then more 
than twenty-four hours have gone by, and during that 
time I have heard things in this house that are beyond 
belief. Helmer must know everything; between those 
two there must be the completest possible understanding, 
and that can never come to pass while all these excuses 
and concealments are going on. 

Krogstad. 

Very well, since you are so bold. But in any case, 
there is one thing I can do, and it shall be done at 
once. 

Mrs. Linden (Jistens), 

Make haste ; go, go. The dance is over ; we are not 
safe another moment 

Krogstad. 
I will wait for you in the street, in front here. 

Mrs. Linden. 
Yes, do. You must take me home. 

Krogstad. 

Oh ! I never was so happy in all my life before. {Goes, 
The door between the room and the hall remains- open 
during the following,) 

SCENE IL 

Mrs. Linden. Then Helmer ^«<Nora. 

Mrs. Linden {sets the furniture a little straight and puts 
her walking things together). 

What a change ! what a happy change, to have some- 
body to work for, to live for ! to bring loving order into 
a deserted home ! Yes, that is what I will do. . . . If they 
came soon (listens). Ah, here they are ! Where are my 
things? {Takes bonnet and cloak, Helmer'S and Nora's 
voices are heard ; a key is turned in the lock, and Helmer 
drags Nora almost violently into the hcUl, She wears 
the Italian costume with a large black shawl over it. 
He is in evening dress ^ with an open black domino,) 
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Nora (still in the door^ struggling with him). 

No, no, no ; I won't go in ; I want to go up-stairs again. 
I don't want to leave the ball so early. . . 

H ELMER. 

But, dearest Nora — 

Nora. 

Oh, I do beg you so imploringly, so earnestly, Torvald — 
only one more hour. 

Helmer. 

Not another minute, Nora dear. You know we settled 
it should be this way. Come, go into the room ; you are 
catching cold here. (He leads her gently into the room in 
spite of her resistance^ 

Mrs. Linden. 
Good evening. 

Nora. 
Christina ! 

Helmer. 

What, Mrs. Linden, you here so late 1 

Mrs. Linden. 

Yes, pardon me; I did so want to see Nora in her 
costume. 

Nora. 
Have you been sitting here waiting for me ? 

Mrs. Linden. 

Yes. Unfortunately I did not come early enough. You 
were already gone up-stairs, and then I did not wish to go 
away again without seeing you. 

Helmer (taking Nora's shawl off). 

Well, then, just look at her, but quietly. I think she ' 
is worth looking at. Is she not beautiful, Mrs. Linden ? 

Mrs. Linden. 
Yes, I must say — 

Helmer. 

Is she not wonderfully lovely? That was the general 
opinion at the ball. But she is dreadfully obstinate, — 
dear little creature ! What is to be done with her t Will 
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you believe it, I had almost to use force to get her away 
from the ball ? 

Nora. 

Oh, Torvald, you will be sorry you did not let me stop 
at least half an hour longer. 

Helmeir. 

There ! you hear her, Mrs. Linden ? She dances her 
tarantella, wins wild applause, — which, however, was 
but due to her, although perhaps her rendering was a 
little too realistic ; I mean ... a little more than could 
be reconciled with the strict demands of art. But be that 
as it may, the chief thing was she got applauded, wildly 
applauded. Ought I to have let her stay any longer, 
and weaken the impression ? Not if I know it. I took 
my charming Capri maiden, I might say my capricious 
maiden from Capri, under my arm ; a rapid turn round the 
room ; bows from all sides, and, as they say in novels — 
the lovely apparition was gone. A departure should 
always be effective, Mrs. Linden ; but I can't get Nora to 
see i:. . . By Jove, it's warm here. [Throws his domino 
on a chair and opens the door to his room.) What .? It's 
very dark here. Yes, of course ; pardon me. {He goes 
inside and lights two candles,) 

Nora {whispers quickly and breathlessly). 
Well.? 

Mrs. Linden {softly). 
I have spoken to him. 

Nora. 
And—? 

Mrs. Linden. 

Nora. . . You must tell your husband everything. 

Nora. 
I knew it. 

Mrs. Linden. 

You have nothing to fear from Krogstad, but you must 
speak. 

Nora. 

I shall not speak. 
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Mrs. Linden. 
Then the letter will. 

Nora. 

Thank you, Christina. Now I know what I must do. 
Hush! 

H ELMER {coming back). 
Well, Mrs. Linden, have you admired her? 

Mrs. Linden. 
Yes ; and now I will say good night. 

Helmer. 
What, already ? Does this knitting belong to you ? 

Mrs. Linden (taking it). 
Yes, thanks ; I was nearly forgetting it. 

Helmer. 
Then you do knit ? 

Mrs. Linden. 
Yes. 

Helmer. 
Do you know, you ought to crochet instead ? 

Mrs. Linden. 
Indeed! Why? 

Helmer. 

Because it looks better. Look now. You hold the 
crochet work in the left hand in this way, and then move 
the needle about with the right hand — ^in and out — in an 
easy, long-shaped bow, don't you ? 

Mrs. Linden. 
1 Yes, I dare say you do. 

Helmer. 

While in knitting, on the contrary, it always looks ugly; 
Look now, your arms are bent tightly together, and the 
needles go up and down ; there is something Chinese in 
it . . Oh ! that really was splendid champagne we had 
at the ball. 
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Mrs. Linden. 

Now, good night, Nora, and don't be obstinate any 
more. 

H ELMER. 

Well said, Mrs. Linden. 

Mrs. Linden. 

Good night, Mr. Helmer. 

H ELMER {going with her to the door). 

Good night, good night. I hope you'll get safely home. 
I would gladly . . . but it really is not far for you. Good 
night, good night. {She goes. He shuts the door behind 
her and comes to the front of the stage again,) 

SCENE in. 

Helmer. Nora. 

Helmer. 

There, now weVe shut the door on her. She is an 
awful bore. 

Nora. 
Aren't you very tired, Torvald ? 

Helmer. 
No, not in the least. 

Nora. 
Nor sleepy? 

Helmer. 

Not a bit. On the contrary, I feel most lively. But 
you ? Yes, you look really tired and sleepy. 

Nora. 
Yes, I am very tired. I shall soon be asleep now. 

Helmer. 

There now, you see. I was right, after all, in not 
stopping longer with you at the ball. 

Nora. 
Oh, all is right that you do. 

Helmer (kisses her on the forehead). 
That is my dear little lark speaking like a human 
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being. Did you happen to notice, too, how merry Rank 
was this evening ? 

Nora. 
Oh, was he really ? I had no opportunity of speaking 
with him. 

H ELMER. 

Nor had I, much ; but I have not seen him in such 
good spirits for a long time. {Looks at her for a little while, 
then comes nearer to her.) Hm . . . but it is quite too 
supremely delightful to be back in our own home, for me 
to be quite alone with you. Oh, you enchanting, glorious 
woman ! 

Nora. 

Don't look at me in that way, Torvald. 

H ELMER. 

I am not to look at my dearest treasure ? — all the glory 
that is mine, mine only, wholly and altogether mine. 

Nora {goes to the other side of the table). 
You must not talk to me in that way this evening. 

H ELMER {following her). 

I see, you have the tarantella still in your blood ; and 
that makes you more enchanting than ever. Listen : the 
other guests are beginning to go now. {More softly^ 
Nora, soon all the house will be still. 

Nora. 
I hope so. 

Helmer. 

Yes ; don't you, Nora darling ? Oh, do you know, when 
I go into society with you in this way, do you know why 
I speak so little to you, and keep at such a distance from 
you, and only steal a glance at you now and then — do you 
know why I do it ? Because I am fancying that you are 
one whom I love in secret, that I am secretly betrothed 
to you, and that nobody guesses there is any particular 
understanding between us. 

Nora. 

Yes, yes, yes ; I know very well that all your thoughts 
are with me. 
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H ELMER. 

And then, when we have to go home, and I put the 
shawl abjut your dear young shoulders, and thi5 glorious 
throat of yours, I imagine you are my bride, and that we 
are coming straight from our wedding, and that I am 
bringing you for the first time to my home, and that I am 
alone with you for the first time, quite aljne with you, you 
shy, beautiful thing. All this evening I was longing for 
you, and you only. When I watched you chasing and 
beckoning during the tarantella, it seemed to set my 
blood on fire ; I could endure it no longer . . . and that's 
why I made you come home with me so early. 

Nora. 

Go now, Torvald ; you must leave me alone. I don*t 
want all that 

Helmer. 

What can you mean ? You must be joking with me, 
my pet. You don't want .... Am I not your husband ? 
{A knock,) 

Nora {with a start). 
Do you hear ? 

Helmer {at the hall door). 
Who is there ? 

SCENE IV. 

The Preceding. Rank. 

Rank {outside). 
It is I. May I come in for a moment ? 

Helmer (/« a low tone, annoyed). 

Oh, dear, what can he want at this time of night ? 
{Aloud.) Wait a little. {Goes and opens the door.) Come, 
it is nice of you not to.pass by our door. 

Rank. 

I thought I heard your voices, and that made me long 

i'ust to look in. {Glances rapidly round the room.) Yes, 
lere is the dear place I know so well. It is so quiet and 
comfortable here with you two. 
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Helmer. 
You seemed to enjoy yourself exceedingly up-stairs too. 

Rank. 

Exceedingly. Why should I not ? Why shouldn't one 
get enjoyment out of everything in this world ? At any 
rate as much and as long as one can. The wine iivas 
splendid. 

Helmer. 
Especially the champagne. 

Rank. 

Did you notice it too ? It was perfectly incredible the 
quantity I contrived to drink. 

Nora. 

Torvald drank a great deal of champagne this evening 
too. 

Rank. 
Did he ? 

Nora. 

Yes ; and after it he is always in such a good temper. 

Rank. 

Well, why should one not have a merry evening after a 
well-spent day ? 

Helmer. 

Well-spent ? As to that I have not much to boast of. 

Rank {tapping him on the shoulder). 
But I have, don't you see ? 

Nora. 

Then you have certainly been engaged in some scientific 
investigation, Doctor Rank. 

Rank. 
Quite right. 

Helmer. 
Just see ! Nora talks about scientific investigations. 

Nora. 
And am I to congratulate you on the result ? 

Rank. 

By all means you must. 

H 
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Nora. 
Then the result was a good one. 

Rank. 
The best possible, alike for the physician and the 
patient — namely, certainty. 

Nora {guickly and searchingly). 

Certainty ? 

Rank. 

Conaplete certainty. Ought not I,^upon the strength of 
it, to be very merry this evening ? 

Nora. 
Yes, you were quite right to be, Doctor Rank. 

Helmer. 

I say the same — provided you don't have to pay for it 
to-morrow. 

Rank. 
Well, in this life nothing is to be had for nothing. 

Nora. 

Doctor Rank, I am sure you are very fond of masquerade 
balls.j 

Rank. 

When there are plenty of interesting masks present, I 
certainly am. 

Nora. 

Listen, and tell me what we two ought to appear as at 
our next masquerade.] 

[Helmer. 

You giddy little thing, are you thinking already about 
your next ball ? 

Rank. 

We two ? I will tell you. You must go as the lucky 
fairy. 

Helmer. 

Yes ; but think of a costume to suit the character. 

Rank. 
Let your wife appear in her every-day dress. 
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Helmer. 
Very nicely said. But what character will you take ? 

Rank. 
I am perfectly clear as to that, my dear friend ? 

Helmer. 

WeU? ' 

Rank. 

At the next masquerade I shall appear invisible. 

Helmer. 

What a comical idea ! 

Rank. 

Don't you know there is a big, black hat — ^haven't you 
heard stories of the hat that made people invisible ? You 
pull it all over you, and then nobody sees you. 

Helmer {with a suppressed smile). 
Oh, I dare say. 

Rank. 

But I am quite forgetting why I came in here. Helmer, 
just give me a cigar— one of the dark Havannas. 

Helmer. 
With the greatest pleasure (hands him the case). 

Rank {takes one and cuts the end off). 

Thanks. 

Nora {hands him a fusee). 

Here is a light. 

Rank. 

A thousand thanks. {She holds the match. He lights 
his cigar at it,) And now good-bye. 

Helmer. 
Good-bye, good-bye, my dear fellow. 

Nora. 
Sleep well, Doctor Rank. 

Rank. 
I thank you for that kind wish. 

H 2 
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Nora. 
Wish me the same. . 

Rank. 

You ? Very well, since you ask me to— sleep weD. And 
thank yoa for the light. {He nods to them both andgoes^ 

SCENE V. 

Helmer. Nora. Later Ellen. 

Helmer (Jn an undertone). 
He's been drinking a good deal to-night. 

Nora {absently), 

I dare say. (Helmer takes his bunch of keys from his 
pocket and goes into the hall.) Torvald, what are yoa 
doing out there ? 

Helmer. 

I must empty the letter-box— it is quite full; or to- 
morrow there will be no room for the newspapers. 

Nora. 
Are you going to do some work now ? 

Helmer. 

Not very likely ! What's this ? Somebody's been at the 
lock. 

Nora. 
The lock ? 

Helmer. 

Positively. What does it mean ? I can't suspect that 
the servants. . . Here's a broken hair-pin. Nora, it is 
one of yours. 

» 

Nora {quickly). 
Then it must have been the children. 

Helmer. 

Then you really must break them of such tricks. Hm, 
hm. There! at last Pve got it open. {Takes the contents 
out and calls into the kitchen,) Ellen, Ellen ; just put the 
hall door lamp out. {He returns to the room and shuts the 
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door into the halL With letters in his hand.) Just see ! 
only look how they have accumulated. (Looks among 
them.) What's that? 

Nora (at the window). 
The letter ! oh, no, no, Torvald ! 

Helmer. 
Two visiting cards — ^from Rank. 

Nora. 
From Doctor Rank? 

Helmer (looking at them). 

Rank, M.D. They were on the top. He must have 
just put them in. 

Nora. 

Is there anything on them ? 

Helmer. 

Over the naine there is a black cross. Look at it. That 
is a very ominous sign. Upon my word it is as though he 
were announcing his own death. 

Nora. 
So he is. 

Helmer. 

What ! do you know anything ? did he tell you any- 
thing? 

Nora. 

Yes. He said that when the card came it would mean 
he had taken leave of us. He means to shut himself up 
and die. 

Helmer. 

Poor fellow ! I did know that we should not be able to 
keep him much longer. But so soon ! . . And then he 
goes into his hiding-place like a wounded animal. 

Nora. 

If it has to happen it is best for it to happen without 
words ; is it not, Torvald ? 

Helmer (walking up and down). 

He was so thoroughly intimate with us. I can hardly 
fancy our life without him. He and his troubles and 
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loneliness formed a sort of cloudy background to our 
sunny happiness. Well, perhaps it is best so — for him, 
Sit 2C[iy TdX^ {stands still). And perhaps for us too. Noyr 
we two are thrown entirely upon each other. {Puts his 
arm round her.) My darling wife ! it seems to me as 
if I could never hold you closely enough. Do you know, 
Nora, I often wish some danger might threaten you, 
against which I could stake body and soul, and all, all else, 
for your dear sake. 

Nora {frees herself and says firmly and decidedly). 
Now you shall read your letters, Torvald. 

H ELMER. 

No, no, not to-night I want to stay with you, sweet 
wife. 

Nora. 
With the thought of your friend's death ? 

Helmer. 

You are right, dear. It has shaken us both. Some- 
thing unlovely has come between us : thoughts of death 
and dissolution. We must try to get rid of them. Till 
then— you go to bed, and I will go to my room a little. 

ff 

Nora {her arms round his neck), 
Torvald, good night, good night. 

Helmer {kisses her on the forehead). 

Good night, my little singing bird. Sleep well, Nora. 
Now I will go and read all my letters through. {He goes 
with the bundle of letters into his room and shuts the door 
behind him.) 

Nora {with wild glances^ wanders round touching things^ 
seizes H ELMER'S domino, throws it over her, and whispers 
quietly, hoarsely, and brokenly). 

Never see him again. Never, never, never. {Throws 
her shawl over her head.) And never see the children 
again. Not them, either. Never, never. Oh, that black, 
icy water ! Oh, that bottomless. . . Oh, if it were but 
over ! Now he has it ; now he is reading it. Oh, no, no; 
not yet. Torvald, good-bye, you and the children. {She 
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is rushing out through the hall; in the same moment 
H ELMER tears his door open and stands there with an open 
letter in his hand,) 

Helmer. 
Nora ! 

Nora {crying aloud). 
Ah! 

Helmer. 
What is this ? Do you know what is in this letter ? 

Nora. 

Yes, I know. Let me go ; let me go out. 

Helmer {holding her back). 
Where do you want to go to ? 

Nora (tries to get free) • 
You sha'n't save me, Torvald. 

Helmer {falling back). 

True I is it true what he writes.** Horrible ! No, no ; 
it is perfectly impossible ; it cannot be true. 

Nora. 

It is true. I have loved you beyond all else in the 
world. 

Helmer. 
Don't come to me with silly excuses. 

Nora {a step nearer to him), 
Torvald ! 

Helmer. 
You miserable creature — what have you done ? 

Nora. 

Let me %o. You shall not suffer for it ; you shall not 
take it upon yourself. 

Helmer. 

Don't try any actress's tricks {shuts the door to the halt). 
Here you will stay and abide my judgment. Do you com- 
prehend what you have done ? Answer. Do you under- 
stand it? 
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Nora (hoks at himfijedly, and says mtk keigkUtud 

expression). 

Yes. Now I begin to understand it quite. 

Helmer {walking round). 

Oh, what an awful awakening ! During all these eight 
years — you who were my pride and my joy — a hypocrite, 
a liar, — ^ay, and worse, worse — 2l criminal. Oh ! what an 
abyss of unloveliness it implies ! Ugh ! ugh ! 

(Nora is silent^ and continues to look fixedly at kim,) 

Helmer (continues standing before Aer,) 

I ought to have guessed that something of the kind 
was sure to happen. I ought to have foreseen it Your 
father's low principles, — be silent ! — your father's low prin- 
ciples you have inherited, every one of them. No religion, 
no morality, no sense of duty. Oh, how bitterly punished 
I am for ever having winked at his doings. I did it for 
yoiu" sake ; and this the way you reward me. 

Nora. 
Yes, just so. 

Helmer. 

You have utterly destroyed mv happiness ; you have 
annihilated my whole future. Oh, the thought of it is 
fearful ! 1 find 1 am in the power of a human being who 
is devoid of conscience ; he can do whatever he pleases 
with me, ask of me whatever he chooses, order me about 
and command me exactly as it suits him — I must put up 
with it in silence. . . And I must sink in this pitiable way 
and go to ruin for the sake of an unprincipled woman. 

Nora. 
When I am no more you will be free. 

Helmer. 

No fine phrases, if you please. That's the kind of thine 
your father was always ready with. What sort of good 
would it do me if you were *no more,' as you say? No 
good in the world ! In spite of that he can publish the 
whole story ; and if he does publish it, perhaps I should 
be suspected of having been a party to your criminal 
transactions. Perhaps people will think I was the origin- 
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ator, that I prompted you to do it. And for all this I have 
you to thank — you whom during the whole of our married 
life I have so cherished. Do you understand now what 
it is you have done to me ? 

Nora {with cold calm). 
Yes. 

H ELMER. 

It is so incredible that I can still hardly believe it. But 
I must come to some decision. Take that shawl off. 
Take it off, I say ! I must try to pacify him in one 
way or the other. The story must be kept a secret, cost 
what it may. And as far as you and I are concerned, it 
must appear that we go on as we always have gone on. 
But of course only in the eyes of the world. Of course 
you will continue to live in the house ; that is understood. 
But the children I shall not allow you to educate ; I dare 
not trust them to you. . . Oh, that I should have to say 
this to one whom I have so tenderly loved . . . whom I 
still . . . But that must be a thing of the past. Hence- 
forward there can be no question of happiness, but merely 
of saving the ruins, the fragments, the appearance of it 
{A ring, YLTS.IME.K recovers himself) What's that? So 
late ! Can it be the most terrible thing of all ? Can he ? 
— hide yourself, Nora; say you are ill. (NoRA stands 
motionless. Helmer goes to the door and opens it,) 

Ellen {half-undressed in the halt). 
Here is a letter for mistress. 

Helmer. 

Give it to me {seizes the letter and shuts the door). Yes, 
from hinoL You will not have it. I shall read it. 

Nora. 
Read it. 

Helmer {by the lamp), 

I have hardly courage to. Perhaps we are lost, both 
you and I. Ah ! I must know {tears the letter hastily 
open ; looks at an enclosure ; a cry of joy), Nora ! 
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(Nora looks interrogatively at him.) 

H ELMER. 

Nora ! Indeed I must read it again. Yes, yes ; it is 
so. I am saved ! Nora, I am saved 1 

Nora. 
And I? 

Helmer. 

You too, of course ; we are both saved, you and I. 
Look here. He sends you back your acknowledgment of 
the debt ; he writes that he regrets and laments — that a 
happy turn in his life — Oh, it can't matter to us what he 
writes. We are saved, Nora ! Nobody has any hold over 
you. Oh, Nora, Nora ! Ah, but first let us destroy all 
these horrible pieces of writing. . . . I'll just see, though 
{glances at the I. O. [/.), No, I won't look at it ; the whole 
thing shall be no more to me than a bad dream. ( Tears 
the I. O, U, and both the letters in two, throws them into 
thefire^ and watches them burn,) There, it has no further 
existence. He wrote that ever since Christmas Day you 
had been . . . Oh, Nora, they must have been three awful 
days for you ! 

Nora. 

I have fought a hard fight in the last three days. 

Helmer. 

What tortures you must have suffered, without having 
any other means of escape than . . . but we won't think 
about those ugly things any more ; we will only rejoice 
and repeat : It is all over, all over. Don't you hear ? 
Somehow, Nora, you don't seem able to grasp it yet ! 
Yes, it's over. Then what can be the meaning of this set 
look on your face ? Oh, poor dear Nora, I quite under- 
stand ; you can't believe just yet that I have forgiven you. 
But I really have forgiven you, Nora ; I swear it to you ; 
I have forgiven you everything. I know so well you did 
it all out of love to me. 

Nora. 
That is true. 



XOBA. 107 



H ELMER. 

You loved me just as a wife should love her husband. 
It was only the means you could not judge rightly about. 
But do you think you are less dear to me for not know- 
ing how to act alone ? No, indeed ; only lean on me ; I 
will advise and guide you. I should be no true man if it 
were not just this woman's helplessness that ma es you 
doubly attractive in my eyes. You must not dwell on the 
harsh words I spoke in my first moment of terror, when I 
believed ruin was about to crush my very life out. I 
have forgiven you, Nora ; I swear to you I have forgiven 
you. 

Nora. 

I thank you for your forgiveness {goes through the left 
door). 

Helmer. 

No, stay {looks in). What are you doing in the 
alcove ? 

Nora {inside). 
Taking off my masquerade dress. 

Helmer {in the open door). 

Yes, do, dear ; try to rest and restore your mind to its 
balance, my scared little song-bird. You may go to rest 
in comfort ; I have broad wings to protect you {walks 
round by the door). Oh, how beautiful and cosy our home 
is, Nora. Here you are safe ; here I can shelter you like 
a hunted dove, whom I have saved from the claws of the 
hawk. I shall soon quiet your poor beating heart. 
Believe me, Nora, gradually peace will return. To-morrow 
all this will look quite different to you ; I shall not need 
to repeat over and over again that I forgive you : you will 
feel for yourself that it is true. How can you think I 
could ever bring my heart to drive you away, or even so 
much as reproach you ? Oh, you don't know what a true 
man's heart is made of, Nora ! A man feels there is some- 
thing indescribably sweet and soothing in his having for- 
given his wife, that he has honestly forgiven her from the 
bottom of his heart. She becomes his property in a double 
sense, as it were. She is as though born again ; she has 
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become to a certain extent at once his wife and his child. 
And that is what you shall really be to me henceforth, you 
ill-advised and helpless darling. Don't be anxious about 
anything, Nora : only open your heart to me, and I will 
be both will and conscience to you. Why, what's this ? 
Not gone to bed ? You have changed your dress. 

Nora {entering in her everyday dress). 
Yes, Torvald ; now I have changed my dress. 

H ELMER. 

But why, now it is so late ? 

Nora. 
I shall not sleep to-night. 

Helmer. 
But, Nora dear . . . 

Nora {looking at her watch). 

It is not so very late. Sit down here, Torvald. We 
two have much to say to each other {she sits on one side of 
the table). 

Helmer. 

Nora, what does that mean ? Yotu- cold, set face ! 

Nora. 

Sit down ; it will take some time. I have to talk over 
many things with you. 

Helmer {sitting opposite to her at the table), 

Nora, you make me anxious ... I don't in the least 
understand you. 

Nora. 

Just so. You don't understand me. And in the same 
way I have never understood you, till to-night. No, don't 
interrupt me. Only listen to what I say . . . This is a 
breaking off, Torvald. 

Helmer. 
How do you mean ? 
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Nora {after a short silence). 
Does not one thing strike you as ve sit here ? 

H ELMER. 

What should strike me ? 

Nora. 

We have now been married eight years. Does it not 
strike you that to-night for the first time we two, you and 
ly husband and wife, are speaking together seriously ? 

Helmer. 
Well; 'seriously,' what does that mean? 

Nora. 

During eight whole years and more, since the day 
we first made each other's acquaintance, we have never 
exchanged one serious word about serious things. 

Helmer. 

Ought I, then, to have persistently initiated you into 
difficulties you could not help me by sharing ? 

Nora. 

I am not talking of difficulties. All I am saying is, that 
we have never yet seriously talked any one thing over 
together. 

Helmer. 

But, dearest Nora, would it have been any good to you 
if we had ? 

Nora. 

That is the very point. You have never understood 
me. ... I have been greatly wronged, Torvald. First 
by father and then by you. 

Helmer. 

What I by us two, by us two — ^who have loved you more 
deeply. than all others have ? 

Nora {shakes her head). 

You two have never loved me. You only thought it 
was pleasant to be in love with me. 



no NORA. 

Helmer. 
But, Nora, these are strange words. 

Nora. 

Yes ; it is just so, Torvald. While I was still at home 
with father, he used to tell me all his views, and so of 
course I held the same views; if at any time I had a 
different view I concealed it, because he would not have 
liked people with opinions of their own. He used to call 
me his little doll, and play with me, as I in my turn used to 
play with my dolls. Then I came to live in your house. 

Helmer. 
What expressions you do use to describe our marriage ! 

Nora {undisturbed). 

I mean — then I passed over from father's hands into 
yours. You settled everything according to your taste ; 
or I did only what you liked ; I don't exactly know. I 
think it was both ways, first one and then the other. 
When I look back on it now it seems to me as if I had 
been living here li^ce a poor man, only from hand to 
mouth. I lived by performing tricks for you, Torvald. 
But you would have it so. You and father have sinned 
greatly ajjainst me. It is the fault of you two that nothing 
has been made of me. 

Helmer. 

How senseless and ungrateful you are. . . Haven't you 
been happy here } 

Nora. 
No, never ; I thought I was, but I never was. 

Helmer. 
Not . . . not happy ? 

Nora. 

No ; only merry. And you were always so friendly 
and kind to me. But our house has been nothing but 
a nursery. Here I have been your doll-wife, just as at 
home I used to be papa's doll-child. And my children 
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vere, in their turn, my dolls. I was exceedingly delighted 
when you played with me Just as the children were when- 
ever I played with them. That has been our marriage, 
Torvald. 

Helmer. 

There is some truth in what you say, exaggerated and 
overdrawn though it may be. But henceforth it shall be 
different. The time for play is gone by ; now comes the 
time for education. 

Nora. 

Whose education — ^mine or the children's? 

Helmer. 
Yours, as well as the children's, dear Nora. 

Nora. 

Oh, Torvald, you are not the man to educate me into 
being the right wife for you. 

Helmer. 
And you say that ? 

Nora. 

And I — how have I been prepared to educate the 
children ? 

Helmer. 

Nora! 

Nora. 

Did you not say just now yourself that that was a task 
you dared not entrust to me ? 

Helmer. 

In a moment of excitement How can you lay any 
stress upon that ? 

Nora. 

No ; you were perfectly right. For that task I am not 
ready. There is another which must be performed first. 
I must first try to educate myself. In that you are not 
the man to help me. I must set to work alone : you are 
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not the man to help me with it. I must do it alone. And 
that is why I am going away from you now. 

Helmer (Jumping up). 
What — ^what are you saying ? 

Nora, 

I must be thrown entirely upon myself if I am to come 
to any understanding as to what I am and what the things 
around me are : so I cannot stay with you any longer. 

Helmer. 
Nora, Nora ! 

Nora. 

I shall now leave yoiu: house at once. Christina will, 
I am sure, take me in for to-night. . . . 

Helmer. 
You are insane. I shall not allow that ; I forbid it. 

Nora. 

From this time it is useless for you to forbid me things. 
Whatever belongs to me I shall take with me. I will have 
nothing from you either now or later on. 

Helmer. 
What utter madness this is ! 

Nora. 

To-morrow I shall go home — I mean to my birthplace. 
There it will be easier for me to get something to do of 
one sort or another. 

Helmer. 
Oh, you blind, inexperienced creature ! 

Nora. 
I must try to gain experience, Torvald. 

Helmer. 

To forsake your home, your husband, and your children ! 
And only think what people will say about it. 



NOBA. 113 

Nora. 

I cannot take that into consideration. I only know 
that to go is necessary for me. 

Helmer. 

Oh, it drives one wild ! Is this the way you can evade 
your holiest duties ? 

Nora. 
What do you consider my holiest duties ? 

Helmer. 

. Do I need to tell you that ? Are they not your duties 
to your husband and your children ? 

Nora. 
I have other duties equally sacred. 

Helmer. 
No, you have not. What duties do you mean ? 

Nora. 
Duties towards myself. 

Helmer. 
Before all else you are a wife and mother. 

Nora. 

I no longer think so. I think that before all else I am 
a human being just as you are, or at least I will try to 
become one. I know very well that most people agree 
with you, Torvald, and what is to be found in books. 
But I cannot be satisfied any longer with what most 
people say, and with what is in books. I must think over 
things for myself, and try to get clear about them. 

Helmer. 

Is it possible you are not clear about your position in 
your own family ? Have you not in questions like these a 
guide who cannot err ? Have you not religion ? 

I 
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Nora. 
Oh, Torvald^ I don't know what religion is. 

Helmer. 
What are you saying ? 

Nora. 

I know nothing but what our clergyman told me when 
I was confirmed. He explained that religion was this and 
that. When I have got quite away from here, and am all 
by myself, then I will examine that matter too. I will 
see whether what our clergyman taught- is true ; or, at 
any rate, whether it is true for me. 

Helmer. 

Who ever heard such things from a young wife's lips ? 
But if religion cannot lead you to the right, let me appeal 
to your conscience : for I suppose you have some moral 
feeling ? Or, answer me, perhaps you have none ? 

Nora. 

Well, Torvald, I think I had better not answer you. I 
really don't know. About those things I am not at all 
clear. I only know that I have quite a different opinion 
about them from yours. I have now learnt too that the 
laws are different from what I thought they were ; but I 
can't convince myself that they are right. It appears that 
a woman has no right to spare her father trouble when he 
is old and dying, or to save her husband's life. I don't 
believe that. 

Helmer. 

You talk like a child. You don't imderstand the society 
in which you live. 

Nora. 

No, no more I do. But now I will set to work and 
learn it. I must make up my mind whether society is 
right or whether I am. 

Helmer. 

Nora, you are ill, you are feverish ; I almost think you 
^re out of your senses. 
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Nora. 

I never felt so clear and certain about things as I feel 
to-night. 

Helmer. 

And feeling clear and certain, you forsake husband and 
children ? 

Nora, 
Yes ; I do. 

Helmer. 
Then there is only one possible explanation of it 

Nora. 
What is that ? 

Helmer. 
You no longer love me. 

Nora. 

No ; that is just the thing. 

Helmer. 
Nora ! . . . Can you bring yourself to say so ? 

Nora. 

Oh, I'm so sorry, Torvald; for you have always been 
so kind to me. But I can't help it. I do not love you 
any longer. 

Helmer {keeping his composure with difficulty). 

Is this another of the things you are clear and certain 
about ? 

Nora. 

Yes, quite. That is why I will not stay here any 
longer. 

Helmer. 

And can you also explain to me how I have lost your 
love ? 

I 2 
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Nora. 

Yes ; I can. It was this evening when the miracle did 
not happen ; for it was then I saw you were not the man 
I had tiken you for. 

Helmer. 
Explain yourself more ; I don't understand. 

Nora. 

I have waited so patiently all these eight years ; for, 
indeed, I saw well enough that miracles do not happen 
every day. Then this trouble broke over my head, and 
then I was so firmly convinced that now the miracle must 
be at hand. When Krogstad's letter lay in the box out- 
side, the thought never once occurred to me that you could 
allow yourself to submit to the conditions of such a man. 
I was so firmly convinced that you would say to him, 
" Pray make the affair known to all the world ; " and when 
that had been done. . . 

HELMER. 

Well ? And when I had given my own wife's name up 
to disgrace and shame ? 

Nora. 

When that had been done, then you would, as I firmly 
believed, stand before the world, take everything upon 
yourself, and say, ' I am the guilty person.' 

H ELMER. 

Nora! 

Nora. 

You mean I should never have accepted such a sacrifice 
from you.? No ; certainly not. But what would my asser- 
tions have been worth compared with yours ? That was 
the miracle that I hoped and feared. And it was to binder 
that that I wanted to put an end to my life. 

Helmer. 

I would gladly work for you, day and night, Nora, 
bear sorrow and trouble for your sake ; but no man 
sacrifices his honour to a person he loves. 
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Nora. 
That is what millions of women have done. 

Helmer. 
Oh, you think and talk like a silly child. 

Nora. 

Very likely. But you neither think nor speak like the 
man I could be one with. When your terror was over, — 
not for what threatened tne^ but for what involved you^ — 
and when there was nothing more to fear, then it was in 
your eyes as though nothing whatever had happened. I 
was just as much as ever your lark, your doll, whom you 
would take twice as much care of in future because she was 
so weak and frail {stands up). Torvald, in that moment it 
became clear to me that I had been living here all these 
years with a strange man and had borne him three children. 
Oh, I cannot bear to think of it. I could tear myself to 
pieces ! 

Helmer {sadly), 

I see it, I see it : a chasm has opened between us. . . . 
But, Nora, can it never be filled up ? 

Nora. 
As I now am I am no wife for you. 

Helmer. 
I am strong enough to become another man. 

Nora, 
Perhaps, when your doll is taken away from you. 

Helmer. 

Part— part from you! No, Nora, no; I cannot 
grasp it. 

Nora {going into the right room). 

The more reason ^for it to happen. {She comes in with 
her walking things^ and a small travelling bag, which she 
puts on the chair by the table.) 
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H ELMER. 

Nora, Nora, not now. Wait till to-morrow. 

Nora (putting on her cloak). 

I cannot spend the night in the house of a man who is 
a stranger to me. 

H ELMER. 

But can't we live here as brother and sister ? 

Nora (tying her bonnet tightly). 

You know quite well that would not last long (puts her 
shawl on). Good-bye, Torvald. I will not see the 
children before I go. I know they are in better hands 
than mine. As I now am I can be nothing to them. 

Helmer. 
But later, Nora — Plater on ? 

Nora. 

How can I tell ? I have no idea what will become 
of me. 

Helmer. • 

But you are my wife — both as you are now and as you 
will become. 

Nora. 
Listen, Torvald. When a wife leaves her husband's 
house, as I am doing, then I have heard he is free from all 
duties towards her in the eyes of the law. At^any rate, I 
release you from all duties. You must feel yourself no 
more bound by anything than I feel. There must be 
perfect freedom on both sides. There, there is your ring 
back. Give me mine. 

Helmer. 

That too t 

Nora. 
That too. 

Helmer. 

Here it is. 
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Nora. 

Very welL Yes ; now it is all past and gone. Here, 1 
lay the keys down. The maids know how to manage every- 
thing in the house far better than I do. To-morrow, 
when I have started on my journey^ Christina will come 
in order to pack up the few things that are my own. They 
will be sent after me. 

Helmer. 

Past and gone ! Nora, will you never think of me 
again ? 

Nora, 

Certainly. I shall think very often of you and the 
children and this house. 

Helmer. 
May I write to you, Nora? 

Nora. 
No, never. You must not. 

Helmer. 
But I may send you what . . . 

Nora. 
Nothing, nothing. 

Helmer. 
Help you when you are in need ? 

Nora, 
No, I say. I take nothing from strangers. 

Helmer. 

Nora, can I never become to you anything but a 
stranger ? 

Nora {faking her travelling bag sadly). 

The greatest miracle of all would have to happen then, 
Torvald. 
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H ELMER. 

Tell me what the greatest miracle is. 

Nora. 

We both should need to change so, you as well as I, that 
— Oh, Torvald, I no longer believe in anything miraculous. 

H ELMER. 

But I believe in it Tell me. We must so change 
that . . . 

Nora. 

That our living together could be a marriage. Good- 
bye. (She goes out through the hall.) 

H ELMER {sinks in a chair by the door with his hands 

before his face). 

Nora, Nora ! (He looks round and stands up.) Empty. 
She isn't here now. (A hope inspires him.) The greatest 
miracle ! (Below-stairs a door is heard shutting ominously 
in the lock) 



THE END. 
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Vorstime; or, Rifts in the Clouds. By M. E. Hatterslet. 
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Draper. With 48 Engravings. 

Trimmer's History of the Sobixu. Written lor the Instnietion of 
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PUBLISHID BT OBUTITH AND FABBAN. II 



Four SMfXmgs and Sutpenee each, cloth elegant, with 
lUuatratums ; or with gilt edges, 58. 

Alda Graham; and liar brotker Philip. By E. Mabstat Nobbi& 

*' Buttom.'* Thb Tsiau asd Tratelk cnr a YouNa Gkntleman. 
By Aboott R. Hops. 

Canmir, the Little Exile. By Gasolimib Pbachet. 

Ck>mertow]i Chronieles. Nsw Lboehds of Old Lose wbhtsii 

FOB THB YOOHG. By SIAXHLBEN EhOZ. 

TiiTOiirite Tlablef in ProM and Yene. With 24 beautif nl nias- 
trations from Drawings by Harrison Weib. Small 4to. 

Ilery Cross (The), ob the yow of Moetbose. By BabbabaHutton. 

Xaadaxin's Jkmf^Uat (Th^ : A Stost of thb Gbbat Taefdici 
REBELLioar. By Samubl Mossicajt. 

Xodem British Flutarofa (The), or Lives of Men Distinoiiishbd 
IN the begent hibtoby of oub Countbt fob theib Talents, 
Yibttjbs, and Agbieyements. By W. G. Tatlob, IiL.D. 

Oak Staircase (The), or The Stobies ofLobd and LadtDssmonh; 
a Narratiye of ihe Times of Jambs II. By M. and G. Leb. 

Boyal TTmbrella (The). By Majob A. F. P. Habooubt, Anthor of 
^<The Shakespeare Argosy/' &c^ &c. With 4 full-page lUns- 
trations by LmLET Sambocbnb. 

Silver Linings: or, Light and Shade. By Mrs. B. M. Beat. 
Tales and Lagends of Saxony and Lnsatia. By W. Westall. 
Theodora : a Tale for Girls. By Emilia Mabrtatt Nobbis. 
Zipporah, the Jewish Maiden. By M. E. Bbwbheb. 
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Three Shillings and Sixpence plain ; or coloured plates and 

gilt edges, Four Shillings and Sixpence, Super Royal 

l6mo, chth elegant, with Illustrations. 

Aunt Jenny's Ameriean Pets. By Gathebinb G. Hoplbt. 3;^ 

Broderip (Mrs.) Crosspatch, the Cricket, and the Coimterpane> 

„ Tales of the Toys. Told bt Themselves. 

„ Tiny Tadpole, and otheb Tales. 
CensiB Triz, and heb Welcome Tales. By Gboboiana Gbaik. 
CosmoraBia : the Maitnebs and Customs of all Nations of thb 

WOBLD DBBCBIBED. By J. ASPIN. 

Early Bays of English Princes. By Mrs. Russell Grat. 
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ITuree Shillings and Sixpence each — continued, 
8/6 EohoM of an Old Bell. By the Hon. Augusta Bbthbll. 

PaotB to Correct Fancies, or Shobt Nabratiyes of Bbmabkablb 

Women. 
Fairy Land, or Rbcbeation fob the Rising Genebation, in Prose 

and Verse. By Thomas and Jane Hood. Qlustrated by T. 

Hood, Jon. 
Feathers and Fairies, or Stobibs fbom the Realms of Fancy. 

By the Hon. Augusta Bethell. 
Flotsam and Jetsam. By H. Wothem. 
Ckirden (The), or Fbedebigk*s Monthly Instbuction fob the 

Management and Fobmation of a Floweb Gabden. With 

Illnstrations by Sowebbt. 
Haeco the I>warf, or The Toweb on the Mountain, and other 

Tales. By Lady Lubhington. 
Lightsome and the Little Golden Lady. Written and Blnstrated 

■with Twenty- four Engrayings, by 0. H. Bennbtt. 
Knrsery Times, or Stobies about the Little Ones. By an Old 

NUBSE. 

Peep at the Pixies, (A), or Legends of the West. By Mrs. Bbay. 
Seven Birthdays (The), or The Childben of Fobtune. By 

Kathleen Knox. 
Starlight Stories, told to Bbight Eyes and Listening Eabs. 

By Faioty Lablachb. 
Stories of Edward and his Little Fbiends. 
Tales of Kagic and Keaning. Written and Illustrated by Alfbbd 

Cbowquill. 

Three Shillings and Sixpence plain, cloth elegant, tvith 

Illustrations hy eminent Artists, or with gilt edges, price 45. 

Bonnie Lesley. By Mrs. H. Mabtin. 

Cast Adrift, the Story of a Waif. By Mrs. Hebbebt Mabtin. 

Castles and their Heroes. By Babbaba Hutton. 

Olement's Trial and Victory, or Sowing and Reaping. By 

M. E. B. (Mrs. Gellib). Third Thousand. 
College Days at Oxford. By the Rev. C. H. Adams. 
Early Start in Life. By E. Mabbyat Nobbis. 
Faggots for the Fireside, or Tales of Fact and Fanoy. By 

Pbteb Pabley. 
For a Dream's Sake. By Mrs. A. H. Mabtix. 
Gladys the Reaper. By Anne Beale. 
Golden Curl, and other Fairy Tales. By A. E. A. 
Great and Small ; Scenes in the Life of Ohildben. Translated 

from the French by Miss Habbibt Poole. 61 Ulustrations. 
"rey Towers ; or Aunt Hetty's Will. By M. M. Pollabd. 
^eFs Difficulties, or Light on the Daily Path. By M. R. Cabby. 

him's Spectacles : A Legend of Flobenthal. By M. A C. Lbe. 



PUBLISHED BY GBIFFITH AND FABBAN. 13 



TJuree Shillings and Sixpence each — continued. 

Kingston's (W. H. G.) Fred Markham in Snssia, or, Tub Bot S/8 
Trayjellebs is the Land of the Czab. 

,, Maneo the Pemvian Chief. 

„ Mark Seaworth; a Tale of the Indian Ocean. 

,, Peter the Whaler; his Eablt Life and Adventures 
IN THE AscTio Regions. 

, , Salt Water, or Neil D' Abgt*s Sea Life and Adventures. 
Left Alone. By Francis Carr. 

Lee (Mrs.) Aneodotes of the Habits and Instincts of Animals. 
„ Anecdotes of the Habits and Instincts of Birds, Beptiles, 

and Fishes. 
,y Adventures in Australia, or The Wanderxngs of Captain 

Spenoer in the Bush and the Wilds. 
,, The African Wanderers, or Carlos and Antonio. 
Little Hay*s Friends, or Country Pets and Pastimes. By 

Annie Whtitem. 
mchaelmas Daisy. By Sarah Doudnet. Illustrated. 
Millieent and Her Cousins. By the Hon. Augusta Bbthell. 
Kadge and Her Chicks : A Story of Children's Home Doings. By 

a Brother and Sister. 
liy Own Dolly. By Amy E. Blanchard. 
My Hother's Diamonds. By Maria J. Greer. 
Hy Sister's Keeper. By L. M. Lane. 
Kew Girl (The), or The Rivals ; a Tale of School Life. By 

M. E. B. (Mrs. Gellie). 
Kimpo*s Troubles. By Oliyb Thorne Miller, Author of ** Littlo 

Folks in Feather and Fur.'* 
North Pole (The); and How Charlie Wilson Discovered it. By 

the Author of " Realms of the Ice King,** &c. 
Our Old TTncle's Home; and what the Bots did there. By 

Mother Caret. 
Out en the Pampas. By G. A. Hentt. 
Oak Staircase. By M. and C. Lee. 
Queen Dora: The Life and Lessons of a Little Girl. By 

Kathleen Enox. 
Rosamond Fane, or the JPrisoners of St. James. By M. and C. 

Lee. 
Stephen the Schoolmaster. By Mrs. Gellie (M. E. B.). 
Talent in Tatters, or some Yigissitudes in the Life of an 

English Bot. By Hope Wratthe. 
The Triumphs of Steam, or Stories from the Lives of Watt, 

Arkwright, and Stephenson. 
Very OenteeL By the Author of "Mrs. Jemingham's Journal.'* 
The Whispers of a Shell, or Stories of the Sea. By Frances 

Frebling Broderip. 
Young Francs Tireurs (The). By G. A. Hentt. 
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Three Shillings and Sixpejiee each, cloth degarUj Illustrated, 

S/6 Among the Znlai. By Liect.-Col. DBAYfON. doth, gilt edges. 
Attraetive Picture Book (The). A New Gift Book from the Old 
Comer, contniiiing niuierone UluBtrationB by eminent Artists. 

Bound in Elegant Paper Boearda, B^fol 4t<v price 3s. 6dL each 
plain; 7s. 6d, coloured; 10s. 6dL numnied on cloth arid coloured, 

B«rriM and Bleswmi: a Terse Book for Yoimg Peojde. By T. 
Wbstwood. 

Bible niiiitratioiii, or A Descbiption of MANVxm aitd GueroHS 
FBCULZAS TO THE Eaot. By the Roy. B. H. Ihupss. Reyised 
by Dr. Krrro. 

The Bird and Insecti' Poit Offiee. By Robekt Bloobifield, Antiior 
of "Rural Tales," etc. Illustrated with Thirty-five Wood 
Engravings. Crown 4to, paper boards, with Chromo side, (or 
cloth elegant, 6«.) 

British History Briefly Told (The), and a DBSCBiFnaK oftbb 
Akgzkkt CnsTOMB, Spobtb, and Pastimbb of the Engush. 

Four floaitni (The) ; A Short Account of the Structure of Plants, 

being Four Lectures written for the Working Men's Jnetitute, 
Paris. With Illustrations. Imperial 16ma 

Family Bible Newly Opened (The); with Uncle Goodwin's 
AooouNT OF rr. By Jeffketb Tatlor. Fcap. 8vo. 

Glimpses of Nature, and Objects of Interest dbscribsd during 
A Visit to the Isle of Wight. By Mrs. Loudon. Forty- 
one Illustrations. 

History of the Robins (The). By Mrs. Tbixmer. In Words of 
One Syllable. Edited by the Rev. Chabies Swete, M.A. 

Historical Acting Charades, or Amusements fob Wdtter Eyeninqs. 
By the Author of " Cat and Dog," etc, Fcap. 8vo. 

Infant Amusements, or How to make a Nubsert Hafft. With 
Practical Hints on the Moral and Physical Training of Children. 
By W. H. G. Kingston. 

Little Margaret's Ride to the Isle of Wight ; or, Tbb Wonisbful 
Rocking Hobsb. By Mrs. Fbedebigk Bbowe. With Ei§^t 
Illustrations in chromo-lithography, by Helen S. Taiham. 
Crown 4to, Cloth. 

Man's Boot (The), and otheb Stobies in wobds of One Syllable. 
Illustrated by Habbison Weib. 4to, gilt edges. 

The Mine, or Subtebbaneak Wondebs. An Account of the Opera- 
tions of the Miner and the Products of his Labours. 

Modem Sphinx (The). A Collection of Enigmas, Chabadks, Re- 
buses, Double and Tbiple Acrostics, Anagrams, Looogbiphs, 
Metagbams, Vbbbal Puszles, Conundbums, etc. Fcap. 8vo. 
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JTiree SMllingt and Sixpence each — conthmed, 

(ha Soldiers, or Anecdotes ov thx Campaigns and Gallant 3/6 
Deeds of the British Abmt dubino the Reiqn of Heb 
Majesty Queen Yioiobia. By W. H. G. Ejnoston. With 
Frontispiece. New and Reyised Edition. Eighth Thousand. 

Our Sailors, or Anecdotes of the Engagements and Gallant 
Deeds of the Bbitish Navt. With Frontispiece. New 
and Reyised Edition. Eighth Thousand. 

Snnbeam : a Fairy Tale. By Mrs, Pzbtzkss. 

BylTia's New Home, a Story for the Young. By Mrs. J. F. B. 

FiBTH. 

Talks about Science. By T. Dunman. 

Taldns Tales. Edited by W. H. G. Kingston. In Plain Language 
and Large Type. New Edition. Two toIb. 

May also be had in 4 yols, Is. Sd. each ; and 12 parts, 6ef. and id. each. 



Three Shillings and Sixpence plain ; Five Shillings coloured. 

Bear King (The) : a NarratiTe confided to the Marines by James 
Gbeenwood. With Illustrations by Ebnest Griset. Small 4to. 

Familiar Natural History. By Mrs. R. Lss. With 42 Illustra- 
tions by Habbison Weib. 

*^* Also in Two Vols., entitled ** British Animals and Birds," 
*'* Foreign Animals and Birds. " Is. each, plain ; 2s. Gd. coloured. 

Old Vorse's Book of Bhymes, Jingles, and IKttles. Illustrated 
by C. H. Bennett. Ninety Engrayings. 



Three Shillings, or gilt edges, Three and Sixpence. 

The Favourite Picture Book and Nursery Companion. Oompiled o / 
anew by Uncle Chablie. With 450 Illustrations by eminent ' 
artists. In Two Vols., Cloth elegant (or coloured Illustrations, 
price 5s.) 

May also be had in the following styles. One Vol., Cloth, 5s., 
or coloured niustrations, gilt, 10s. 6^. Four Parts, paper oovers, 
Is. each, or coloured Illustrations, 2s. each. 

Fndts of Snterprise, exhibited in the Tbaybls or Belsoni in 
Egtft and Nubia. With Six Engravings by Bibxbt Fostbb. 
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Two ShUlinga and Sixpence plain, Super Royal 16mOy 
cloth elegant, with Illustrations by Harrison Weir 

and others. 

2/8 AdvexLtureB and Experiences of Biddy Dorking and of the Fat 
' Frog. Edited by Mrs. S. G. Hall. 

Amy's Willi, and What Came of It. By Mrs. Tylee. 

Animal B and their Social Powers. By Mabt Tubneb-Akdbewes. 

Crib and Fly : a Talb of Two Tebbibbs. 

Boll and Her Friends (The), or Memoibs of the Ladt Sbbafbina. 
By the Anther of " Cat and Dog." 

Early Dawn (The), or Stobies to think aboiit. 

Every Inch a King, or The Stobt of Rex and his Fbiends. By 

Mrs, J. WOBTHINGTON BlISS. 

Fairy Gifts, or A Wallet of Wondebs. By Kathleen Knox. 

Fanny Fables for Little Folks, 

Fnn and Earnest, or Rhymes with Reason. By D'Abct W. 
Thompson. Illustrated by 0. H. Bennett. Imperial 16mo. 

Oerty and May. Eighth Thousand. 

Sy the same Author, 

Granny's Story Box. New Edition. With 20 Engravings. 
Children of the Parsonage. | The New Baby. 



Jack Frost and Betty Snow ; with other Tales for Wintry Nights 
and Rainy Days. 

Lost in the Jungle; A Tale of the Indian Mutiny. By 
Augusta Mabbyat. 

Madelon. By Estheb Cabb. 

Neptune: or The Autobiogbaphy of a Newfoundland Dog. 

Norris (EmLiA Mabbyat.) A Week by Themselves. 

By the same Author. 

Geoffiry*s Great Fault. I Snowed Up. 

Seaside Home. | What became of Tommy. 



Odd Stories about Animals : told in Short and Easy Words. 

Our Home in the Marsh Land, or Days of Auld Lang Syxb. 
By E. L. F. 
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Tujo Shillings and Sixpence each — continued. 

Scripture Hiitoxies for Littie Children. With Sixteen lUuBtf atione ^/^ 
by JoHX Gelbbbt. 
Contents : — The History of Joseph— History of Moses— History 
of our Saviour — The Miracles of Christ. 

Sold separatdy 6dL each, plain ; 1«. coloured. 

Secret of Wrezford (The), or Stella Desmond's Secret. By 
EsTHEB Gabb. 

Tales firom Catland. Dedicated to the Young Kittens of England. 
By an Old Tabbt. Seventh Thousand. 

Taking Bird (The), or Thb Littls Gibl who knew what was 
GOING TO HAPPEN. By M. and E. Kibby. 

ten of Them, or The Childben of Danehubst. By Mrs. R. M. 

Bbat. 
" Those Unlucky Twins ! '* By A. Ltsteb. 
tiny Stories for Tiny Headers in Tiny Words. 

tittle Tattle ; and other Stories for Children. By the Author of 

" Littie Tales for Tiny Tote," etc 
trottie's Story Book: True Tales in Short Words and Large 

Type. 
^PPJi or The Aittobioobafht op a Donkey, 
Wandering Blindfold, or A Boy's Tboubles. By Maby Albert. 
Adventures of Kwei, the Chinese Girl. By M. E. B. (Mrs. Gbllib). 
William Allair, or Running away to Sea. By Mrs. H. Wood. 



Two Shillings and Sixpence each, Illustrated, 

Adventures of the Pig Family, The. Illustrated. 

Among the Zulus : the Adventures of lEIans Sterk, South African 
Hunter and Pioneer. By Lieut.-Colonel A. W. Dbayson, R.A. 

Boy's Own Toy Maker (The) : a Practical Illustrated Guide to the 
useful employment of Leisure Hours. By K Landells, 200 
Illustrations. Enlarged and revised edition. 

the Cruise of Ulysses and His Men; or, Tales and Adventures 
from the Odyssey, for Boys and Girls. By C. M. Bell. With 
Seven JUustrations by P. Pbiolo. Fcap. 8vo. 

t)olly Dear ! By Maby E. Gellib (M. E. B.). 

Girl's Own Toy Maker (The), and Book of Recbeation. By E. 
and A. Landells. With 200 Illustrations. 

&oody Two Shoes. A Reprint of the Original Edition, with 
Litroduction by Chas. Welsh. 
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Two SkUUmgt ami Sixpemce eaek—cimiinMed. 
2/8 Hhib <hMrti of FWww»; A Botiiical Sketch, ByMnL MiWTKKKKK . 



With Prefatory Letter by Dr. Theodokb ir«i>«»» Cloth^ 
■Budl4to. I 

The Guests at Home. A Sequel to the iboye. By the same 

AuTHOH. Small 4to. 
little Cliild's Fable Book. Ananged PiogressiYely in One, Tw 

and Three Syllables. 16PageIlins. (is. 6dL coloured, gilt edges. 

Little Pilgrim (The). Beyised and ninstrated by Hklsn Petrie 

Model Taehts, and Modal Tadit flailing : How to Build, Rig 
AND Sail a Self-aciino Model Tacht. By Jas. £. Walton 
YJLT.C. Fcap. 4to, with 58 WoodeatB. 

St. Anbyns Laddie. By K C. Phillifs. 

Silly Peter : A Queer Stost of a Daft Bot, a Pkencb, and a! 

Miller's Daughter. By W. Norris. 
Spring Time; or, Words in Season. A Book for Girls. By 

Sidney Cox. Third Edition. 

A NEW UNIFORM SERIES OF HALF-CROWN BOOKS. 

Chth elegant, fttUg llbtstraied, 

African Pets : or. Chats about our Animal Friends in Natal. 
With a Sketch of Kaffir Life. By F. Clinton Parrt. 

Bunchy : or. The Children of Sgarsbrook Farm. By Miss £. C. 

Pnnxips, Author of «* St. Aubyn's Laddie," &c. 
Bryaa and Katie. By Annette Ltster. lUnstrated by Harry 

FURNISS. 

A Baring Voyage across the Atlantic, by Two Americana, the 
Brothers Andrews, in a small Boat, the Nautilus. The Log 
of the Voyage by Captain William A. Andrews, with Intro- 
duction and Notes by Dr. Macaulay, Editor oi the Boy's Own 
Paper. 

A Gem of an Aunt. By Mrs. Gelue (M.E.B.) 

Hilda and Her Boll. By E. C. Phillips, Author of "Bunchy,*' Ac. 

The Honse on the Bridge, and other Tales. By C. E. Bowen, 

Author of ^' Among the Bngands,** &c, 

Kitty and Bo : or. The Story of a Very Little Girl and Boy. 
By A. T. With Frontispiece. 

On the Leads : or. What the Planets Saw. By Mrs. A. A 

Strange Butson. 
Two Rose Trees: The Adventures of Twin Sisters. By Mrs.* 

Minnie Douglas. 

Ways and Tricks of Animals, with Stories about Aunt Mast's 

Pets. By Mary Hooper. 
We four. By Mrs. R. M. Bray. 
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COMICAL PICTURE BOOKS. 

Two ShUUngs and Sixfinee each, Cohured Plata, 

famn^ ioarda. 

Stmwwelpeter (The) : or Phxttt Stobdds and Fukkt 2/6 
PiOTUBBS FOB LiiTLB Childkbv. After the celebrated Qerman 
Work, Dr. HsiinacH HoFFMAjnr. Twenty-sixth Editien. 
Twenty-four pages of IIInstratioziB (or monnted on Imen, 5«.) 

fjaay Picture Book (The); or 25 Fuionr Littls Lsbsons. A 

free TranakctioiL from 1^ Gennan U "Deb Elbehb A3.C. 

ScHviTZ." 
Iayob of Tool Tueker aad Iittl« Be-Feep. Written and lUns- 

trated by Thomas Hood. 
Spectropia, or Scbfbibino Spegibal Illusions, showing Ghosts 

OTerywhere, and ef any colour. By J. H. Bbown. 

ITpside Down : a Series of Amnsing Pictures from Sketches by the 
late W. MoCoNNELL, with Verses by Thonuls Hood. 

Two Shillings, cloffi elegant^ with Illustrations, or with 
\ coloured plates, gilt edges, Three Shillings. 

! Panny Mid Her Mamaa, or, East LBfts<»rs fob Childbxn. 2/ 

Little Laetmu for littl* Leftmeriy in Words of One Syllable. By 

Mrs. Babwell. 
Mamxiut's Bible Storiei^ tor Heb Littls Boys and Gibls. 

Hamma's Bible Stories (A Sequel to). 

Xamxna's Lessons, fob heb Littls Bots and Gibls. 

Silver Swan (The) ; a Fairy Tale. By Madame de Chatelain. 

Tales of School Life. By Agnes Loudon. 

Wonders of Home, in Eleven Stozies (The). By Gbandfatheb 
Gbey. 

Two Shillings each. 

Confessions of a Lost Dog (The). Reported by her Mistress, 

Fbanoes Poweb Coebe. With a Hiotograph of the Dog from 

Life, by Fbank Habs. 
Home Amusements: a Choice Collection of Riddles, Charades, 

Conundrums, Parlour Games, and Forfeits. 
How to Hake Dolls' Furniture and to Fubnish a Doll's House. 

With 70 niustrations. Small 4to. 
Illustrated Paper Model Maker. By E. Landells. 
Only a Cafs Tale. By E.M.B. 
Scenes of Animal Life and Character, fbom natdkb and 

Rboollbotion. In Twenty Plates. By J. B. 4to, fancy boards. 
Surprising Adventures of the Clvstsy Bey Omsoe (The). By 

Cbables H. Robs. With Twenty-three Coloured Illustrations. 
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UNIFORM IN SIZE AND STYLE. 

Price One Shilling and Sixpence each, cloth elegant, 

fuUy Illustrated. 

IjQ Angelo; or, Thb I^b Fosbst in the Alps. By Gebaij>inb 
' E.J1EW8BUBT. 5th ThouBand. 

Aunt Annette's Storiei to Ada. By Ankette A. Salascan. 

Babies' Museum, The. By Uncle Cuaslie. 
Brave Helly; or, Weak Hands and a Willino Heabt. By 
M. K B. (Mrs. Gellie). 5th Thousand. 

Featherland ; or, How tbb Bibds Liybd at Gbbenlawn. By 
G. M. Fenn. 4th Thonsand. 

Humble Life : a Tale of Humble Houes. By the Author of 

<»GertyandMay,"&c 
Kingston's (W. H. 6.) Child of the Wreck : or^ The Loss of 

THB BOTAL GeOBGE. 

Lee's (Mrs. B.) Playing at Settlers ; or, The Faggot House. 

Twelve Stories of the Sayings and Doings 

of Animals. 
Little Lisette, thb Obfhan of Alsace. By M.E.B. (Mrs. Gelleb). 

live Toys ; or, Anecdotes of oub Foub-Legged and othbb Pets. 

By Emma Dayenfobt. 
Long Evenings ; or, Stobies fob My Littlk Fbiends. By Emilia 

Mabbyat. 
Three Wishes (The). By M.E.B. (Mrs. Gellie}. 



Price One Shilling and Sixpence each. 

Every-Day Things, or Useful EInowledge bespecting the prin- 
GEPAL Animal, Vegetable, and Minebal Substances in 
common use. 

Fairy Gifts, or A Wallet of Wonders. By K. Knox. 

Fairy Land. By T, J. Hood. 

Little Boebuck (The), from the German. Illustrated by LossoK. 
Fancy boards (2s. coloured). 

Taking Tales. Edited by W H. G. Kingston. In Plain Language 

and large Type. Four vols. 
Short Stories for Children about Animals. Illustrated by 
Habbibon Weib. 

May also be had in T^o vols., 3s. 6d. each ; and in 12 parts, 
paper covors, price id each ; or cloth limp, 6<L each. 

-imer's (Mrs.) New Testament Lessons. With 40 Engravings. 
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HE CHERRY SERIES OF EIGHTEENPENNY l/# 
, BOOKS for Presents and Prizes for Boys and Girls. 

iey are tUl illustruted and attractively hound in cloth, printed in gold and 

silver. 

^ventures in Fanti-land. By Mrs. R. Lee. 

Sways Happy ; or, Anecdotes of Felix and his Sister. 

i Child's Influence. By Lisa Lockyer. 

tttle and Victory; or the Painter's Career. By C. E. 

BoW^EN. 

toQstance and Nellie. By Emma Davenport. 

tomer Cottage, and its Inmates. By Frances Osborne. 

stant Homes; or, The Graham Family in New 
Zealand. By Mrs. J. E. Aylmer. 

ather Time's Story Book. By Kathleen Knox. 

om Peasant to Prince. By Mrs. Pietzker. 

iood in Everything; or, The Early Days of Gilbert 
Harland. By Mrs. Barwell. 

iranny's Wonderful Chair. By B. F. Browne. 

lappy Holidays. By Emma Davenport. 

Happy Home. By Lady Lusiiington. 

!rhe Heroic Wife. By W. H. G. Kingston. 

belen in Switzerland. By Lady Lushington. 

holidays Abroad ; or, Right at Last. By Emma Davenport. 

Lucy's Campaign. By M. & C. Lee. 

Lost in the Jungle. By Augusta Marryat. 

Louisa Broadhurst. By A. Milner. 

My Grandmother's Budget. By Mrs. Broderip. 

Our Birthdays, and how to Improve them. By Emma 
Davenport. 

Our Home in the Marshland. Bv E. L. F. 
Pictures of Girl Life. By C. A. Howell. 
School Days in Paris. By M. s. Le Jeune. 
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^/- THE HAWTHORN SERIES OF SHILLIIN 
BOOKS for Presents and Prizes for Boys and Gii 

Tluy are all illustrated and aitractwtfy hound in cloth^ printed in £old i 

siluer. 

Adrift on the Sea* By E. M. Nokais. 

Alice and Beatrice^ By Gkancmamma. 

Among the Brigands. By C. E. Bowei^. 

The Children's Picnic. By E. Marryat Norris. 

Christian Elliott ; or, Mrs. Danver*s Prize. By L. N. Coivri' 

Claudine ; or, Humility the Basis of all the Virtues. I 
the Author of " W^ffliam Tell," &c. 

Cat and Dog ; or Puss and the Captain. 

Children of the Parsonage. 

The Discontented Children. By M. & E. Kirby. 

Fickle Flora and her Seaside Friends. By EmmaDavenpor 

Grandmamma's Rdics. By C. E. Bowen. 

Harry at School. A Story for Boys. By E. Marryat Norrii 

The Hero of Brittany ; or. The Story of Botrand d 
Guesclin. 

Hofer, the Tyrolese. By the Author of '* William Tell." 

Holiday Tales. By Florence Wilford. 

Holidays among the Mountains. By M. Betham Edwards 

Johnny Miller. By Felix Weiss. 

Julia Maitland. By M. & E. Kirby. 

Our White Violet. 

Paul Howard's Captivity, By E. Marryat Norris. • 

The Stolen Cherries ; or, Tell the Truth at Once. 

Sunny Days. 

Wrecked, not Lost. By the Hon. Mrs. Dundas, 

William Tell, the Patriot of Switzerland. By Florian. 
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THE FAVOUEITE LIBEAEY. 

ew Editions of the Toltunes in this Series are being issued, and 
other Yolnmefl by Popular Authors -will be added. 

Cloth elegant^ with coloured Jrontispiece and title-page^ 

One Shilling each, 

1. The Eskdale Herd Boy. Bt Ladt Stoddabt. 

2. Mrs. LeiceAtfir'B Sehool. Bt Gharlbs and Mast Lamb. 

3. The History of the Bobiiis. Bt Mbs. Tsdoosb 

4. Memoir of Bob, The Spotted Terriox. 

5. Keeper's Travels in Search of His Master. 
<>. The Scottish Orphans. Bt Ladt Stoddabt. 

7. VoTor Wrong ; or, the Young Disputant ; & It was only im Fun. 

8. The Life and Perambulations of a Mouse. 

9. The Son of a Gonins. Bt Mbs. HorLAio). 

10. The Davghter of a Ghenius. Bt Mbs. Hou^and. 

11. Ellen, the Teacher. Bt Mbs. Hoflaih). 

12. Theodore; or The Crnsadoxs. Bt Mbs. Hoit.and. 

13. Bight and Wroag. By the Author of '^ Alwats Happt." 
H. Hury's Holiday. Bt Jeffxbts Tatlob. 

15. Short Poems and Hymai fm Children. 



[Thi 



Price One Shilling each. 



e Picturesque Primer. Paper Boards. 
Fragments of Knowledge for Little Folk. Paper Boards. 
lagy Reading for Little Eeaders. Paper Boards 
The Nursery Companion. Paper Boards. 

These Four Volumes contain about 450 pictures, £acb one being 
complete in itself, and bound in an attractiije paper cover^ in hoards 
[also with coloured Illustrations, 2s.), or in Two Vols., cloth, 3s., or 
^hured Illustrations^ 5s. 

The Four Volumes bound together form the " Favourite Picture Book" 
^nd m doth, price 5s., or coloured Illustrations, gilt edges, 10s. Qd, 

Australian Babes in the Wood (The) : a True Story told in Rhyme 
for the Young. Price Is. boards, Is. 6d, doth, gilt edges. 

Cowslip (The). Fully Illustrated cloth, ls.j)lain; Is. 6i. coloured. 
^Hdsy (The). Fully Illustrated cloth, Is. plain ; Is. 6d, coloured. 

Dame Partlett's Farm. An Accoitnt of the Rigbbb she obtaineix 
BT Industbt, <&c. Coloured lUustratioiis, sewed. 

Female Christian Haaies, and theib Teacsings. A Gift Book for 
Girls. By Mabt E. Bbomfield. Cloth, gilt edges 

Golden Words for Children, fbom the Book of Life. In English^ 
French, and Gorman. A set of Illuminated Cards in Packet. 
Or bound in cloth interleaved, price 2s. Qd, gilt edges. 
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One Shilling each — continued, 

ClEBsies for the Hillion. New and cheaper edition. An epiton 
1^- of the works of the principal Greek and Latin Authors. £ 

H. Gbby. Or bonnd in cloth, price 5s. 

Ooody Two Shoes : or Thb Histoby of Littlb Mabgbrt Meai 
WBix IN Rhtmb Fully Illustrated, cloth. 

Hand Shadows, to be thrown upon the Wall. Novel and amusLq 
figures formed by the hand. By Hbnbt Buhsill. New ab 
cheaper Edition. Twelfth Thousand. Two Series in on^ 
(Or coloured Illustrations, Is. 6d.) 

Headlong Career (The) and Woefal Ending of Precocious Pigg] 
By Thomas Hood. Illustrated by his Son. Printed in colouj^ 
Fancy wrapper, 4to. (Or mounted on cloth, untearable, 2s.) 

Johnny IGller; or Tbuth and Pbbsbtebancb. By Feuz Weiss. 

Nine Lives of a Gat (The) : a Tale of Wonder. Written and Illui 
trated by G. H. Bbnnbtt. 24 Goloured Engravings, sewed. 

Peter Piper. PsAcnoAL Pbinciflbs of Plain and Pbbfeot Pbo 
NUNGiATioN. Ooloured Illustrations, sewed. 

Plaiting Pictures. A Novel Pastimb by which Ohildkbn CAi 

OONBTBUCT AND BBOONSTBUCTT FICTrUBES FOB THEMSELVES. Fou! 

Series in Fancy Goloured Wrappers. Oblong 4to. 

First Series.— JvLYemle Fartr— Zoological Qardenft— The Gleaner. 
Second Series.— BirdB* Pio-mo— Cats* Concert— Three Bears. 
2%ird Series.— Bhnd Man*8 Bufi— Children in the Wood— Snow Man. 
Fourth Series. — Grandfather's Birthday— Gymnasiam— Playroom. 

Primrose Pilgrimage (The) : a Woodland Story. By M. Bethai 

Edwabds. Illustrated by Maoquoid. Sewed. 

Bhymes and Pictures about Bbead, Tea, Suoab, Gotton, Goal^ 
AND Gold. By William Newman. Seventy-two Illustration^ 
Price Is. plain ; 2s. Qd. coloured. 

*^* Each Subject may be had separately. 6dl plain ; Is. coloured, 

Short and Simple Prayers, with BjmnB for the Use oi 
Ghildren. By the Author of '* Mammals Bible Stories." Six^ 
teenth Thousand. Gloth. 

Whitting^n and his Cat. Goloured Blustrations, sewed. 

Young Vocalist (The). A Gollection of Twelve Songs, each wit^ 
an Accompaniment for the Pianoforte. By Mrs. MounseI 
Babtholomew. New and Gheaper Edition. (Or bound ij\ 
doth, price 2s.) 

DURABLE NURSERY BOOKS. 

Mounted on cloth with coloured plates^ One Shilling each, 

1. Cock Robin. I 8. Dame Tbot and heb Cat. 

2. Coubtshif op Jenny Wben. | i. House that Jack Built. 

Puss in Boots. 
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f Price Sixpence each^ Plain ; One ShilUng^ coloured, oa 

' ILLUSTSAIXD BT HABBUON WKIB AXD JOHN OILBKST. 



^liiiiimiM- Irt Series. 
Britiflh Anfaielfc 2nd Series. 



ForeasB ^*<««*i«- 1st Series. 
FooreicB AiifaislSn 2nd Series. 
Ferein Bizda. 
The Fsrm end iti Seenes. 



8. The divectinf Eistozy of John 

Oi^ln. 

9. The Peeeool^a Home end Batter- 

flT'sBelL 

10. Histosy ef Jeeeph. 

11. HistiKy of Koees. 

12. Life of oar SaTioor. 



IS. Xiraelee of Christ. 



His Kame wm Hero. Priee 1«., sewed. 



By the same Author. 



Bow I beeame a Oovsmess. 8rd Edit. 

28. olofh ; 28. 6d. gilt edges. 
My Pretty Puss. Wiu Frontispiece. 

Price 6d. 



The Grateful Bpazrow : a True Story. 

Fifth Edition. Price 6d. 
The AdTeatnret of a Botterty. 

Price 8d. 



The Hare that Fomd his Way Home. Price 6d. 



WOBKS FOE DISTRIBUTION. 



h Woman's Secret [or, How to makx 
HoMK Happt. Thkty-third Thou- 
sand. 18mo, price id. 

By the same Author, uniform in sise 
and price. 



_ I's Weik; or, How sn cak 
HsLP TBB Sick. 19th Thousand. 
A Oai^^ of AeeideBts; or, Thx 
MoTHxa's Assistant xm Oasss 
OP BuuNSy Scalds, Cuts, ftc 
Kinth Thousand. 






Pay to-day, Tmst to-morrow: il- 
lustraong the Evils of the Tally 
System. Seventh Thousand. 

Vnrsery Work ; or, Hankah Baxbk's 
FxBST Placx. Fifth Thousand; 

The Oook and the Doetor; or, Oexap 

Bbcxpxs and Usbpvl Rxmnxcs. 

Selected from the first three books. 

Price 2d. 
Heme Difleultiea. A Few Wofds on 

the Servant Question, itf. 
FftmUy Pvaytn for Ootbfft Eom6i« 

Price 27. 



2e 



VZW ASD POFULAB WOBXS 



Price 9d. each elegantly bound in Paper Boards, taiil 

Covers in Chromolithoqraphy. 



THE 



9d. 



TINY NATTJKAL HISTORY SSBIE^ 



OF STOBY BOOKS ABOUT ANIMALS FOB LUTLB BEASEBS. 



ALL FBOFUSELT ILLUSTRATED BT THE BEST AKIISTS. 

EspeciaUy adapted for School Prizes and Rewards. In one way 
or another, the books either impart knowledge about Animals, 
or inculcate the desirableness of treating them with kindness. 



LttQe VdHtfi Bird CageL By Mrs. 
B. Ln, Author oi '^The Alkicn 
WanderetSy" ftc. 

TheTfBjXeBSfvrie. B7Mr8.B.IiKS, 
Author of *<The African Wan- 
doeri/' ftc. 

The Dof PoataaB. Bj the Author of 
•* Odd Stories.'' 

The Baehiefona Monkey. By the 
Anther of'^Odd I 



Lilly's LattBS tem tte Ban. By 
Mamv Hoom, Aathor ol ** Ways 
and Tricks of Aufmato.** 



Oar B^t '^laau By Mabt Hoopkb, 
Author of ** Ways and TMohs of 

AlHHialH 



LitUe BaddiaPa Meaagcrie. By Mtf. 
B. Las, Anther at " The African 
Wanderers," Ac 

Fralicaome Frisk and his IHendf* 
By the Author of ''Trottie's 
Story Book." 

WiaaBMsMBdOlNarBoffa. By the 
Author of "Tappy," "Tiny 
Storiea,''fta 

AitM Fu^r- BytheAntborof '*Odd 
Storiea," *e. 

The Pet Feny* By the Author of 
'• noitie'a afeatj Book.* 

I 

BMrWevBeMy. BythsAuthaol 
"Tteppy,* " Oai SlQtiBS,* *fc 



The above 12 vols, in Cardboard Box with Picture Top^ price 9s, 



PUBLISHBD BT OBIFFITH AND XABBAN. 27 

12 Parts, cloth Ump, fcmcy binding, with Chroma on side, 
Ptice M, each, wr paper covers. Ad. each. 

TAKING TALES. 

Edited by W. H. G. Kznobtoic. Fnllj Olnstrated. 



N.B,^Eack Tale is lUimtrated and complete in its^f. 



The Miller of Hillbrook : A Bubal Tale. 
^ Tom TruemaiL : a Sailor in a Mebchanthan. 

Kichael Hale and Eis Family in Canada. 

John Armstrong, ths Soldier. 
i Joseph Budge, the Austbalias Shspjbebd. 
^ Life TTndergronnd ; ob, Dick the Colliery Boy. 

• Life on the Coast ; ob, the Little Fisher Gibl. 
Adventures of Two Orphans in London. 

• Early Days on Board a Man-of-War. 

Walter, the Foundling : a Tale of Olden Times. 
The Tenants of Sunnyside Farm. 
Holmwood: ob, the New Zealand Settleb. 
A Bit of Fun, and what it eost. 
Sweethearts : A Talk of Yillaos Life. 
Helpful Sam. 



6d. 



^'--May also he had in 4 vols. Is. 6d, each, and 2 vols, ds, 6d, each. 



28 NEW AND POPULAB WORKS 



OTJR BOYS' LITTLE LIBRARY. 

FICTUBES AND BEADINa FOB LITTLE FOLK. 

^ A Series of Twelve elegant little volumes in Pajper Boa\ 
with attractive Covers in Cfhromolithography, p 
Ad. each ; or in cloth extra price 6d. each* ThA 
vols, in a Box with Fancy Lid, price As. and 
Every page is Illustrated. 



They are especially suited for School Prizes and Beyrards. 



1. Papa's Pretty Gift Book. 

2. Mamma's Pretty Oift Book. 

3. Neddy's Picture Story Book. 

4. Stories for Play Time. 

5. The Christmas Oift Book. 

6. The Prize Picture Book. 

7. Little Tommy's Story Book 

8. Bright Picture Pages. 

9. My Little Boy*s Story Book. 
10* What Santa Claus gave me. 

11. Tiny Stories for Ti&y Boys. 

12. Little Boy Blue's Picture BooL 



PUBLISHED BY GRIFFITH AND FABBAK. 29 

OUR GIRLS' LITTLE LIBRARY. 

PICTURES AND READING FOR LITTLE FOLK 

A Series of Twelve elegant Utile volumes in Paper 4d« 
Boards, with attractive Covers in Chromoliihography, 
frice Aid. each; or in cloth extra, price Qd. each. The 
12 vols, in Box with Fancy Lid, price 4«. and 6s. Evmf 

page is Illustrated. 

They are especially suited for School Prizes and Rewards. 

1. Kellie*8 Fiotnre Stories. 

2. Stories and Fictares for little Troablesome. 

3. Little Trotabout's Picture Stories. 
I Birdie's Scrap Book. 

5. Stories for Little Curly Looks. 

6. Bright Fiotnres for Bognisli Eyes. 

7. Daisy's Picture Album 

8. Wee-Wee Stories for Wee-Wee Girls. 

9. May's Little Story Book. 

to. Gipsy's Favourite Companion. 
LI. My Own Story Book. 
L2. Pretty Pet's Gift Book. 



30 POETICAL BBADBB8. 

READING & RECITATION OF POETRY 

POETRY FOR THE YOUNG. 

A Collection of Suitable Poems by the Be 

Authors, carefully graduated to meet the requirements of t 
New Code in the several Standaids. 

Qoth, Price 9d. 

Poetry for the Young. Book L, 128 pages, f( 

Lower Standards. 

Cloth, Price is. 

Poetry for the Young. Book IL, 176 pages, f( 

Higher Standards. 

In Books L and IL a number is prefixed to the title of each poei 
indicating the Standard for which it seems to be most suitable. 

Cbth, Price is. 

Poetry for the Young. Book III., 194 pages ft 

Standards VI. and VII. in large Schools, and for Junior Pu| 
Teachers. 

Qoth, Price 9d. i 

Poetry for the Young. Book IV.; 166 pages fi 

Senior Pupil Teachers and for Training Colleges. I 

Biographical and Explanatory Notes are appended to each bod 
They are all well printed on excellent paper and stsoi^y boifli 



'* It is the first successful eflbrt to produce a well-graduated book 
poetry for elementary and middle-class sx^ools,^ -^Schoolmisiresu 



Prospectuses containing tables of contents, &c., sent on applicatil 



J 



OEOGBAFHIGAL HEADERS. 



31 



GRIFFITH & FARRAN'S GEOGRAPHICAL 

READERS 

By /. R. BLAKISTO N, M. A. 

Adapted by the School Boards for London^ Leeds^ Leicester, 

Derby, &»c. 

Book I., for Standard I. 

Early Glimpses. Fcap. 8vo., 96 pages, with 

Twenty-two Illustrations, cloth limp, cut flush, price 6flf. 

of observation and inquiry ^ the first 
chapters being arranged with a vieu 
Uf implant a taste for physical ^ the 
latter for commercial^ geography. 



It is intended to bridge over the gap 
Ittween the Object Lessons of Infant 
Classes and the Elemetttary Geography 
ofnurre advanced classes y and to assist 
teachers in training children to habits 



Book II., for Standard II. 
Glimpses of the Globe. A Geographical Reading 

Book. New, Enlarged, and Revised Edition. 40 Chapters. 
15^ pAgcs, cloth, I J. 



**A very commendable attempt to 
amplify the teaching of the elements 
ofgeography." — Educational News. 

*' IV€ are strong^ of opinion thai 



Mr. Blakiston has succeeded most 
eulmirabfy in carrying out his inten- 
tion in prvducing this little treatise.''* 
—Educational Chrokicle. 



Book III., for Standard III. 
Glimpses of England. 40 Chapters. 156 pages, 

cloth 



IS. 

**The Uatgue^ e mp lo y e d is weU 
within the con^ehension of Third 
Standard children^ and the book is 



unqnestkmaHy written in pleasant 
mrnd interesting style. "=— Trachbr. 



Book IV., for Standard IV. 

Glimpses of the British Empire, in 66 



Sectnas. Qoth, is. 6d, 

" A verygood book."— Educational 
News. 

' - The whole volume contains a vi 
fair outline of the empire onwhich tA 
sun never sets." — School. 



"This little volume should he 
specially noted by teachers in search of 
a good geographical reading book," — 
EoucATioirAi. TrMKs. 



Book V., for Standards V-— VII. 

Glimpses of the Earth. 320 pages, cloth, 2x. 6//. 



" The bock is admirably adapted i9 
remind a teacher of the topics he ought 
to introduce m each lesaou,"—BooK- 

SBLLEK. 



"Cortffeys many a useful lesson." — 
Daily Tslbgkaph. 
** JViU/tymreaiamd tasting setvkt 

in schoot 



uprvae 



Daily Chronicle. 



IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT. 



Messrs. GRIFFITH & FARRAN beg to announce that they have 
in active preparation, and will shortly publish, a 

NEW SERIES of SCHOOL READING BOOKS, 

TO BE ENTITLED, THE 

"STANDARD AUTHORS" READERS. 

By the EDITOR of ' POETRY for the YOUNG.' 

The Books have been planned throughout to meet exactly the requirement:* of 
the New Mundella Code. They will be well printed from clear type, ov. 
^ood paper, bound in a strong and serviceable manner, and will ha\e 
interesting and useful Illustrations from beginning to end. 

In the Infants* Books of the Series, very careful graduation in the introduction 
of sounds and words will be combined with that great desideratum i:i j 
Infants' Readers, an interesting connected narrative form. 

The distinctive features of the Series in the Higher Books will be that th- 
passages selected (both prose and poetry) will be taken from the vkrorks of 
[standard Authors, thus complying with the requirements of the New Code, 
and that they will be of such a nature as to awaken, sustain, and cultivate 
the interest of youthful readers. 

The Explanatory matter^ will ^ be placed at the end of each Book (so th.it 
children may, at the discretion of the teacher, be debarred access to it), ait<i 
will take the form of three appendices : — 

(a) Explanatory Notes. 
u>) Biographical Notes. 
\c) A CHossary of Rare or Difficult Words. 

The compilation has been made with the utmost care, with the assistarA^ 
and advice of gentlemen long conversant with the reqturements of Pubii> 
Elementary Schools ; and the Publishers feel that the literary, artistic, art 
mechanical excellences of the Books will be such that the series will > 
pronounced 

Th« ** He Flat XSlix% " of School Beading Books. 

The Books for Standards V., VI., and VII. will be ready shortly, zr* 
Specimen Pages and full Prospectuses, with Tables of C!ontents of the varioo 
Books, are preparing for distribution to all teachers applying for them. 



GRIFFITH & FARRAN, St. Paul's Churchy.\rd, Loxdo: 



»' 
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